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“The first rifle I ever owned was a Stevens. The new Stevens .35 
High Power I have tried and found first rate. Balanced to perfection, low in 
the hammer, just right in width to carry in the scabbard and set nifty under 
the left leg when in the saddle, easy to load. The magazine that holds five 
shells and with one in the chamber provides enough for anyone; sights that are 
standard and used by all the best shooters, a slightly swelled fore-end that fits the 
hand, side ejection; solid steel receiver; as accurate as any of the Stevens famous 
rifles. Hammer always in sight and ‘sweet’ to the touch, a perfect coil 
mainspring that does its work always and positively—these as well as other 
features which I have not space to call attention to, are the features which caused 
me to place this rifle at the head of the many striving for all “round honors.” 





That’s what one of the greatest BIG GAME Hunters in the world wrote to us a few days ago. 


J. STEVENS ARMS & TOOL COMPANY 
Dept. 325 Chicopee Falls, Mass. 


ARE YOU A GUNNER? 


Do you love to fullow your good dog over the fields in search of quail or chickens, or to struggle 
through swamp or along thick grown hillside, expecting to hear the roar of the ruffed grouse or 
the twitter of the fall woodcock? If so, you should have this new book. 


AMERICAN GAME BIRD SHOOTING 


By GEORGE BIRD GRINNELL 


This companion volume to “Arerican Duck Shooting” treats of the upland game which American 
sportsmen shoot over dogs—wocdco“k, snipe, all the quail, grouse and turkeys. 

The first part of the volume is devoted to a description of the various species and their habits—the 
way in which they live their lives. 

The second part of the book is devoted to upland shooting and treats of the methods by which all the 
upland birds are pursued and taken, The chapter “Aids to Shooting” describes the clothing, guns, 
and loads and dogs that the gunner may profitably use; while the last section of the book treats of the 
shooting of the future and the efforts to rear our native quail and grouse in domestication. 

The volume is illustrated by colored plates of ruffed grouse and quail, and 48 full page portraits of 
different game birds and hunting scenes, with a number of cuts in the text. 


Cloth. About 575 pages. Price $3.50, net. Postage 25 cents. 
This book is cf inestimable value. It contains the genuine hunter. 
naturalist facts given in the most entertaining and interesting style. 


FOREST AND STREAM PUBLISHING CO., 127 Franklin St., NEW YORK CITY 














Nov. 23, 1912 FOREST AND STREAM 647 





THE NORTHERN CONDOR, 
Ir is not commonly known that we have o PROBLEM’S SOLUTION 
Log Cabins and Cottages: How to Build and Furnish Them 


a condor in the United States, yet there is one 
on the Pacific Coast that in weight and spread 
of wing surpasses all other birds. From tip to 
tip of wing it measures more than ten feet, 
considerably more than the condor of the Andes | A seasonable book when all minds are bent on the problem of getting close to nature. Mr. Wicks 
and about a yard more than the largest eagle | in this delightful book offers timely advice to every one who wants to build a simple summer home 
at one with its surroundings of wood or stream or shore. 

_, This is a thoroughly practical work, treating of the how,. the where, and the with what of camp 
building and furnishing. It is helpful, too, in regard to furnishing, 2nd witha! a most beautiful 
work. Cloth, profusely illustrated, $1.50 postpaid. 


FOREST AND STREAM PUBLISHING CO. :-: 127 Franklin Street, NEW YORK CITY 
























or swan. 

This condor is black, tinged with brown, 
except under the wings, where there is a long 
narrow strip of almost pure white running the 
whole length of the wing and widening near 
the body. It has no ruff around the neck, but 
a fringe of long narrow black feathers on the 
back of the neck gives it a savage appearance. 
It nests among the rocks in lofty cliffs, laying 
several white eggs much larger than those of 
the turkey or goose. From 1875 to 1885 con- 
dors were so abundant in Southern California 
that I used to see them almost every day, but 
now thev are found only in the wilder moun- 
tains. Their eggs bring $100 each in the larger 
museums of the country. 

If an animal is sick or disabled the condor 
rarely hesitates to attack it, and its fate is soon 
sealed if it is not strong enough to defend it- 
self or escape its enemy. 

Like the condor of the Andes, that of Cali- 
fornia will so gorge itself with food at times 
that it can be lassoed in the quick dash of a 
good horse. A friend of mine at San Jacinto 
had one that had been caught in that way. But, 
although he had thousands of sheep and cattle, 
he had to give the bird away, because he could 
not afford to feed it.. It would eat a whole 
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sheep at a meal and then look hungry and sad, & 
as if it were badly treated. ey 
Once clear of the grounds with wings out- V7 
spread, the condor has no trouble in bearing le 
fy) 


away into the clouds a dinner that will last a 


week or two. ; 
Standing on the ground at a distance, this 
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great bird looks much like a big black New- 

foundland dog sitting up for a cracker; but in le 

the air it surpasses in grace and variety of [Sm] 
iu 


action every other wanderer of the skies. The 
whooping crane that floats like a speck of 
down in the remotest blue; the frigate bird, 
whose wing seems never made to fold, even the 
albatross, are all clumsy and monotonous com- 
pared with the condor. It travels in a series 
of winding lines, in which symmetry and grace 
always govern the boldest sweeps of the highest 
bursts of speed. 

Dozens of times I have laid among the 
rocks and had the condor come so near that 
I could plainly see the sparkle of the brown 
eyes in the vivid red of the bare head, and with 
the strong glass that J] always carried in hunt- 
ing deer I have brought the bird much nearer. 
Yet never could I detect the slightest motion 
of wing or feather beyond a lazy flap or two at 
intervals of several minutes or a simple inbend- 
ing of the tips of the wings as if feeling the 
breeze to be sure it was there. And the. bird 
often floats an hour or more without even this 
slight motion. 

It is quite as wonderful when the condor 
sets its wings and slides sideways across a 
strong breeze, without any descent yet without 
falling backward, and still more so to see the 
great bird return with a swing of half a mile 
or more, arriving hundreds of. feet above the 
point of starting and perhaps hundreds of yards 
ahead of it. 

When I have been well hidden among the 
rocks I have seen a condor within a few yards 
hanging on the air from many seconds at a 
time, not like the hawk, balancing itself to fall 
upon some bird below, but seeming to sleep 
there as peacefully and quietly as a summer 
cloud. Then suddenly the bird has turned half 
over and cleft the air with a sharp hiss of wing 
feathers, for which there was not the slightest 
motion of a wing to account. And all this 
time the condor has been rising instead of 
falling, and I have vainly watched the fringed 
tips of the great wings for the slightest sign of 
motion.—Youth’s Companion. 
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_$1.13_ Foreign $1.26). 
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TEN CENTS 
ALL NEWS-STANDS 
EVERY TUESDAY 
(Except the Christmas and 


Easter Numbers, which 
are twenty-five cents.) 


‘e ” iv 
Bygones Eee Open only to new subscribers; no subscription 
The handsome pre- of renewed at this rate. This order must come to 
us direct; not through an agent or dealer. 


mium picture given with Y 
each yearly subscription wf ‘ . 
ft LIFE, 30West 31, New York 


this season. 


ONE YEAR $5.00. (CANAD!AN $5.52, FOREIGN $6.04.) 
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WILLIAM MILLS @ SO 


21 Park Place 
New York City 


FISHING TACKLE EXCLUSIVELY—ALL GRADES 


Black Bass Casting Rods, Reels, Lines and Lures for Fall Angling. 
=——— Salt Water Tackle for all Waters, ——______—__ 





OUR NEW 208-PAGE CATALOG is the most complete and comprehensive that we have ever issued. 


“CATALOG” but an ANGLER’S ENCYCLOPEDIA. 
various kinds of Angling. 


It is notonly a 


R i Its “NOVEL INDEX” gives lists of Outfi 
This special catalog No. 112 will be sent on receipt of 5 cents in cage te cer mae 


Sele Agents for H. L. LEONARD RODS—The Rod You Will Eventually Buy 
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BADE MARE. 


THOS. J. CONROY 


Manufacturer and Dealer in 


Fine Fishing Tackle & Sporting Goods 


TARPON, TUNA and ALL SOUTHERN TACKLE 


28 
John Street 
New York 


$25,000 


Hard Wood, Mission Finish 


GUN CABINET 


Height, 70 inches. 


$1250 


Depth, 12 inches. Width, 28 inches. 


If interested, write for special Gun Cabinet Catalog. 
Send us your address ‘or our illustrated Gun Catalog. 


THE H. H. KIFFE COMPANY, 323,Bredvey 








ture, light 
weight and 
rot proof tents 
Send tor our 
new illustra- 
ted 1912 cata- 
logue D 


CAMP wm 


311 BROADWAY 
NEW YORK 








CANTEEN—VAATJE 


For Hunters, 
Ranchmen, 
Explorers, etc. 
Made of selected white 
oak, will stand lots of hard 
knocks, cannot be punc- 
tured like metal, water will 
keep longer, sweeter and 
cooler in one of these Oak 
Canteens than in one made of metal. 
Half or one gallon sizes, - $1.00, net 
Straps supplied if wanted at 25c. each 


JAMES S. BARRON & CO. 


Franklin Street and West Broadway 
NEW YORK 








“6 39 To introduce FOREST AND 
SIX FOR & QUARTER STREAM to new friends we 
will send a six weeks’ trial for 2cts. If you do not know our 
, or if you wan uce us to some friend, sen 
magazine, or if t to introd to friend id 
Us a quarter. 


FOREST & STREAM, 127 Franklin St.. New York 
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LEATHER COVERED FLASK 








With nickeled drinking cup as top 


Containing full half-pint of the finest 
whiskey you ever tasted. 


A necessity to every hunter or camper. 


75 cents complete 
Delivered anywhere. 


HYGRADE WINE COMPANY 
2555 BROADWAY NEW YORK CITY 








ACTIVE times, or dull times, advertisers use 
ForEST AND STREAM. 


EDWIN D. WASHBURNE CHARLES W. HOLTON 


Edwin 0. Washburne & Co, 


IMPORTERS OF DIAMONDS 
a 
MAKERS OF FINE JEWELRY 
7 Maiden Lane New York 


The leisurely selection of holiday gifts makes their 
purchase a delight rather than a task. There is an op- 
portunity to put in some of the thought which should be 
a part of every present. ‘ 

Probably just your idea of appropriateness can be 
secured if you consult us early. We are here to give 
experienced personal attention to all who call, whether 
your errand be relative to a simple job on watch, or 
jewelry, or eyeglasses, or to select a diamond necklace 
or rare jewel. 


Swiss and American Watches 
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FOR BIG AND 


GUN LITTLE GUNS 


the best of them—RIFLES, PISTOLS and AMMUNT 

—all of the sundries too. Our aeeeqee shows some oa 
good bargains. It is a book worth having and we really 
want you to have one. It will convince you that we should 
have been friends long ago. It’sfree. Write. 


H. H. MICHAELSON 
916 Broadway, Brooklyn New York City 
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Today it’s 3 In One gun oil in3% oz. 
Handy Oil Can for 25c. 

The can is flat with patented self-seal - 
ing spout and slips neatly into your hip 
pocket. The “‘nifty’’ thing for hunting, 
camping, motoring, shaving. You get 
more oil for 25c. and the can for nothing. 

For almost 20 years hunters have oiled 
their guns and revolvers, cleaned and 
polished them, and prevented rust with famous 3 In One. 

FREE Test 3 In One FREE. Write today 
for generous sample and dictionary. 


Sold also in 3-size bottles: 1 oz. 10c.; 3 oz. 25c.: % pint 50c. 
3 IN ONE OIL CO. 112 New Street, New York 


WELKOM WARMER 


HOT WATER BAG 


No water to boil, or leak. No rubber to rot. Great 
pain killer. Absolutely safe and uniform heat for 
three hours. No vacuum heat. we of Warmer, 
4 ounces. Size, 3% by 4% inches. ith care, will 
outlast you. Curved to fit body. : 


Complete outfit sent by mail on receipt of $1.00. 
Write for free descriptive booklet. 


WELKOM WARMER MFG. CO. 
108 Fulton Street - - - New York 


r BERMUDA 


Tours Include Hotels, Shore Excursions, Lowest Rates 


Twin Screw S. S. “BERMUDIAN,” 10,518 tons 
displacement. Electric fans; orchestra; wireless. 






Fastest, newest and only Steamer landing pas- 
sengers at the dock in Bermuda without transfer. 


Sailings every five days in connection with R. M. 
S. P. Co. Tickets interchangeable. 


For full information apply to A. E. OUTERBRIDGE 
& CO., Agents Quebec S. S. Co., Ltd., 29 Broad- 
way, New York; THOS. COOK & SON, 245 and 
2389 Broadway, 264 and 553 Fifth Avenue, N. Y., 
or any Ticket Agent. 


Have You Seen 


THE ANGLER’S NEWS? 


If you are an angler, please send for 
a free specimen copy. Address— 


A. R. Matthews,“The Angler’s News” 
15 Geugh Square, London, E. C. 


Contains articles, illustrations, and news 
from all parts of the World. 
=—_——_—_—_————SSa=’ai ai 
READ IT AND CATCH FISH! 
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The Big Bull of Great Lake 


By “OLD WABEI” 


Photographs by the Author. 





THE BIG 


IKE all hunters and sportsmen who hunt 
.. and travel the Canadian wilds and hear 
wonderful stories of exceptionally large 
deer, caribou or moose, so I on a previous trip 
had heard of the big moose of the Great Lake 
region. 

Now, a greater part of these stories are 
sometimes true, and it was my opportunity in 
a past season while hunting to hear such a won- 
derful tale that I decided that it was at least 
worth while to see what I could do, so acted 
accordingly. 

Whether I got the big bull I do not know. 
My readers may draw their own conclusions. 

The following season, as the time for hunt- 
ing drew near, I kept the mail busy with letters 
to my friend, whom I shall call “Lew,” for a 
proposed trip to the neighborhood of the big 
lakes near the upper portion of Shelbourne 
county. 

At last after several days. of train and 
steamer I jumped off at the little station and 


MOOSE. 


was greeted by Lew and old Jim McKay. When 
Jim put eyes on me, his face beamed, and after 
shaking hands, he said: “Weel, weel, noo Jock, 
I'm verra glad to see ye,” and in reply to my 
questions about the prospects of a good hunt, he 
said: “Weel, mon, I hae nae doot that ye’ll 
manage to get muckle sport, ye ken the groons 
arecht.” I then told him of our proposed direc- 
tion and his quaint answer was, “Ye’re a gid 
mon, and hae the proper spirit, it’s a muckle 
shame there’s nae Scotch in ye.” He would 
have talked longer, but as I was in haste to get 
to the woods I bade him good-bye and jumped 
into the team to take me to my friend’s house 
where I could unpack my trunk and transfer 
my dunnage into pack sacks and place them 
aboard the ox team for the first portion of our 
journey up the usual tote road. 

The first few days were incessant paddling 
and portaging around bad rapids. By the fourth 
day in the early morning we heard a cow call 
toward the east, evidently about a mile away 


from the river. We saw numerous good moose 
signs quite fresh. 

The scenery had become more and more 
wild as well as beautiful, and finally as we 
turned a bend in the river we saw before us 
the entrance to the lake, a sportsman’s paradise. 

Here and there were several flocks of ducks 
in the distance, quite a few asleep on the rocks, 
while out in the lake many small islands thickly 
wooded having small sand banks, and in the 
shadows of the shore we could see the trout 
jumping after flies and bugs. It was indeed a 
sight such as would delight the heart of any 
sportsman and lover of nature. 

Upon entering the big lake we saw approach- 
ing on the western side a small hunting canoe 
in which were two Indians, John Glode and Louis 
Francis, one of whom I knew quite well. They 
greeted us with their customary “Bon jou, bon °* 
jou.” “How you come, eh? By river? We see 
good moose sign on de west side of lak; mebe 
you git dat big feller. We go down Walbi Lak 
for still-hunt; dat one good plac, must go now. 
Bon jou,” and with their curt answer, off they 
paddled away. 

We paddled about three miles further up 
the lake, found a sheltered spot and in a short 
time had our tent up and duffle unpacked, and 
while Lew cooked the supper of trout, beans and 
tea, I got busy with the spruce bough bed. 

After a short smoke, about an hour before 
sundown, we started in our canoe toward the 
northern end of the lake to try a call. We had 
to be extremely careful to keep well along the 
western side, as there was absolutely no wind, 
and sound can be heard a great distance on a 
clear, quiet evening. Finally Lew broke the 
stillness with “Let’s go ashore here and try a 
call.” So we pushed our craft into the shallows 
and waded ashore. 

Animals seem possessed of some marvel- 
ous power of distinguishing’ between innocent 
sound and noises indicating danger, consequently 
and absolutely calm, windless night is required 
for calling, and moreoyer the game being so 
wary that in coming to a call it will always 
circle around and try to come up the wind in 
order to get a scent of the animal or being from 
which the call seems to come. So far for the 
technical part of the hunt. 

We carefully selected a small mound about 
a hundred feet from shore, facing a small birch 
growth. Lew climbed to the top. We waited, 
straining our ears to catch the slightest sounds, - 
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but silence reigned all about. us, except the 
melancholy hooting of a great owl close by. 

We waited fully twent¥ minutes and then 
tried another, but after repeated efforts we de- 
cided to give it up, as it was so dark we could 
not have seen our game, so back to our canoe, 
to camp and into our bags. 

The next morning we were up long before 
dawn, and after a hasty cup of coffee made over 
the remaining embers, we put on jackets and 
moccasins and climbed into our canoe for a 
paddle to the eastern side of the Great Lake. 

We certainly appreciated the short paddle, 
as it helped to warm us up, as the lake was cov- 
ered by a thick mist which seemed as cold as 
ice, but in ten minutes we reached the eastern 
side of the lake and disembarked. A short dis- 
tance from the shore was a thick spruce covert. 
Here we decided to remain hidden and to give 
our call, as we could see the big swamp at the 
end as well as on the sides. 

After listening a few minutes Lew gave his 
hoarse call three times and waited. I was just 
going to ask him if he had heard a noise on our 
right, when he said, “Listen, hear that?” and 
sure enough from the swamp on our right came 
a loud “Bwah, bwah.”” It sounded like a large 
goose and would have fooled any novice, but 
when you have once heard a moose call, you 
never forget it, and in a few more minutes he 
let out his “Bwah, bwah, bwah”’ as if request- 
ing an answer from the supposed cow, but as 
he was fairly close, we dared not call again. In 
an hour a slight wind sprang up, and we imme- 
diately made tracks for our canoe lest he get 
wind of us and clear out of the locality alto- 
gether. 

We quietly paddled across the lake and after 
eating a good breakfast took down our tent and 
moved our outfit about a mile down the lake so 
as not to disturb the big fellow. 

We spent the day in cruising and fishing 
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around the lower shore, but refrained from 
doing any shooting, although we raised flocks 
of black ducks at every bend in the lake and 
river, but as we had great sport with our rods, 
we contented ourselves with a generous catch 
of the speckled beauties. That night it rained, 
but toward midnight the wind changed to north- 
west, and at dawn it was cold. Lew whispered 
in my ear, “Come on, get out, it’s fine morning 
to call; we'll get that big cuss to-day.” 

We made our voyage across the lake and 
took our station, Lew on top of a handy rock 
and myself concealed on his left. 

Again Lew gave his call, and in five seconds 
we had an answer, the same deep bark; in fact, 
it was the deepest tone I have ever heard. Lew 
said: “By gosh! that must be some old: grand- 
father; I'll bet he has a pair of horns on him 
like a chandelier,’ and I felt sure I was going 
to get a crack at something that day. 

In another few minutes he gave a couple 


of short barks and Lew motioned me to be 
ready. Fortunately there was absolutely no 
wind. You could not have smelt a Gloucester 


banker sixty feet away. I lit a safety match, 
but not a breath was stirring, and to make mat- 
ters better the sun was just rising over the tops 
of the green woods directly in front of us. 
Once more Lew called, putting his horn 
close to the ground and giving’ a low, whining 
call with a decided gurgle on the end, and as 
he threw down his horn he looked at me and 
said: “I did the best I could on that call,’ and 
the next second he whispered excitedly, ‘ By gad, 
look out! Here he comes!” 
At first I did not see him 
ing down along the edge of the spruce thickets, 
stopping every now and then to get sight of us, 
but on he came until he got within about ninety 
vards, then crossed over in front of us. Lew 
gave me the signal for first shot and I put my 
big .45-70 up and drew a bead on his shoulder 


as he was sneak- 





BARRINGTON RIVER—SMALL GAME IN SIGHT. 
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and fired. He, however, did not jump at the 
shot, and I thought I had missed him and gave 
him another. “Shoot lower,” yelled my com- 
panion and once more [| fired, aiming about six 
inches lower. Then he reared up on his hind 
legs and turned to go kack from where he came, 
but I hit him once again and he ran a short dis- 
tance, then made his final plunge and after a 
few kicks, he was ours. 

We quickly ran to where he lay. He was 
a wonderful specimen. I counted twenty points, 
the shovels of the horns being fourteen inches 
wide and the antlers having a maximum spread 
of forty-nine inehes, both being very even. 

We immediately commenced skinning the 
head and quartering him. It took us three days 
to get him to the last lake. After continuous 
hard packing and portaging and canoeing, where 
with the help of a team of oxen, we brought 
the outfit and our moose to the little village of 
Clyde. 

How proud we felt both over our victory, 
and as we were unloading who would congratu- 
late us but old Mac, as he said: “Mon! Mon! 
ye hae the recht kind now, as how did ye man- 
age tae get sic a big yin. Ma boi! I hae the 
utmost respec for your hunting qualities and am 
verra proud o’ ye. Its a muckle shame there’s 
nae Scotch in ye.” 

After shaking hands with the old chap and 
the usual backwoods gentlemen at the little cross 
roads store, I immediately prepared for my trip 
homeward. This was the best of all my trips, 
and as the great head hangs on my wall, I ask 
myself, “Did I get the right one this time?” 

Well, let my readers give me the answer. I, 
at least, am satisfied. 





FORGETFULNESS. 


On election day, 1912: Gone and forgotten, 


‘except by a little household in Utica and some 


good neighbors, 
JAMES SCHOOLCRAFT SHERMAN, 
Vice-President of the United States. 
—New York Sun. 
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Our Thanksgiving Ducks 


WASN’T going to be cheated out of the last 

southward flight of my favorite game, the 

wild duck, though it was only a few days 
before Thanksgiving that 1 was just getting up 
from an attack of lumbago and had plenty to do 
besides hunt ducks. All my usual hunting com- 
panions had had their share, were busy chasing 
dollars, and I could not find one to go with me. 
My life partner began to hope that I would have 
to give it up, for though she likes a duck on the 
table as well as anyone, she thought sitting in 
a blind in a cold marsh was about the last place 
for me at that time, and I suppose she was right 
as usual. But I had made up my mind to try 
it and could not be turned aside. If none of 
the boys had sense enough to take advantage of 
such a good thing, I would just go alone. 

In Calhoun county, Northern Iowa, two little 
lakes once existed, with a high ridge between 
them. They were called Twin Lakes, and off to 
the south of them stretched marshes, runs, some- 
times almost creeks, but always rich mud under- 
neath in which grew the many plants that ducks 
like. There was the “Gunbarrel’’ slough, a great 
long irredeemable marsh that stretched for fif- 
teen miles between slight elevations. Not far 
away was “Hell slough” or “Purgatory,” as it 
was sometimes called. It was not to be trifled 
with, for its deadly quicksands swallowed up 
anything that had weight enough to sink. A 
farmer undertook to drive across once and was 
never heard of again, either he or his team or 
wagon. At the time of which I write all this 
was changing, and has now yielded still more 
to the demand for land. The forbidding morass 
has surrendered to the persistent skill of the 
drainage engineer, and thousands of acres of the 
richest land on earth have been literally lifted 
out of its depths. During the days of the lakes, 
before the draining began, a little summer hotel 
had been built on the ridge between. The first 
few ditches put the hotel out of business. Its 
principal guests in the summer were the gigantic 
mosquitoes bred in the swamp nearby. The lakes 
receded until nothing but sloughs were left. The 
hotel property became worthless and unsaleable. 
But in the fall, and I am ashamed to say to some 
extent in the spring, it was a glorious resort for 
duck hunters. Some of us in Des Moines planted 
wild rice and celery in the old lakes and had 
the place patrolled by wardens during the closed 
season, so we had splendid shooting there for a 
few years before too many bummers got to 
going there, more intent upon killing “booze” 
than ducks. About fifteen years ago, the time 
of this adventure, the place was at its best. All 
kinds of ducks came there, spring and fall, from 
the dainty little teal to the big, tempting mallard 
and canvasback. 

Without notice to our man in charge at the 
lakes I arrived at the station, eight miles away, 
got a rig and went out. The weather was cer- 
tainly getting cold, and I did not hurry out the 
next morning till a fire had been built in my 
room. After a little preliminary walk along 
shore, killing a few small birds and mostly los- 
ing them, I persuaded the lazy fellow in charge 
to take me out in our boat, for I thought with 


By FRANK W. BICKNELL 


a lame back I could not row myself. He was 
so awkward that I finally took hold and rowed 
him ashore in disgust. Nothing doing. 

In the afternoon I got this man to hitch 
up and haul me and my boat and decoys to my 
sure place in the swamp about two miles away, 
where after a half mile of rowing I established 
myself in a good blind with my decoys beauti- 
fully deployed in front in open water. It looked 
very promising, but nothing happened till late in 
the afternoon, when the mallards began to spy 
my bogus birds, and even to come to my imper- 


and told me he would always be ready to join 
me if I came up and wanted company. He was 
hungry for .some congenial spirit from town. 
My messenger found him in the midst of several 
big jobs with a lot of men waiting for orders. 
He put in the afternoon and early evening get- 
ting rid of those men or trying to find some- 
thing for them to do while he was gone, and at 
1 A. M. he turned up at Twin Lakes, ready for 
the serious business of helping me hunt ducks. 

We turned out next morning long before 
daylight, temperature far below freezing, cloudy 











“ONLY A FEW SILLY 


fect calling. By the time it was too dark to 
shoot I had eight mallards, two redheads and 
several bluebills and widgeons. I had regularly 
missed the spike-tails that came shooting by, and 
it was not till next day that I was able to hit 
one. Somehow it always happens that way— 
more trouble to gauge the flight of a pintail than 
any other duck, even the green-winged teal. By 
now my hands were nearly frozen, ice forming 
all around me, and I fully expected to find my- 
self dead with a broken back next morning. But 
the pull out to the landing place and the walk 
back to the hotel warmed me up beautifully, and 
I was overjoyed to hear that the boy I had sent 
nine miles for a friend returned with the news 
that he would come “some time in the night.” 
I must tell you about that friend. 

Sherman Smith was a real sport. He had 
been an architect in Chicago on the World’s Fair 
job under Burnham. He broke down, had ner- 
vous prostration, and had to get back to nature. 
Having the most convenient father imaginable, 
he was provided with a 7oo-acre farm in Cal- 
houn county, where he was fighting swamps and 
nostalgia with some success, money not being 
much of an object. He had happened around 
before when we were shooting at Twin Lakes 








ONES CAME NEAR US.” 


and apparently getting colder and looking like 
snow. “I don’t like this,’ observed Sherman, as 
we stumbled along in the dark making our way 
to the boat. “It means snow soon and regular 
winter.” 

“But you can’t pick nice weather for duck 
shooting, Sherm,” I replied, “and this will bring 
one thing sure, and that is a big flight of the 
last of the big ducks. We ought to make a 
record killing to-day.” 

“You can’t tell me anything about that,” re- 
turned Smith. 

We did fairly well, what would have satis- 
fied me under ordinary circumstances with the 
greenheads tumbling around us till we had a 
dozen or so scattered about and a few other 
ducks. But it was mighty cold. We had been 
obliged to break ice to reach the blind, and the 
decoys we found frozen in and had to remove 
the ice. About 9 o’clock Sherman had an ex- 
perience that warmed him up some. We were 
in opposite ends of the boat, and he, being an 
expert, was doing the calling. I peeped up and 
saw two mallards coming into my field and into 
easy range. I waited as long as I dared, then 
sat up and made a double and got them both. 
Sherman, after letting go both barrels over my 
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RAILBIRD SHOOTING—-PATUXENT MARSHES, 


head, dropped his gun and began to kick and 
cuss something awful. I managed to understand 
that he had been calling some geese; that they 
had their wings set for the descent, and in a 
few seconds would have been “right on top of 
us” if I, like a fool, had not frightened them 
away. They were just out of range when I 
reached up for the two mallards. Right there 
we arranged’ some signals for a possible recur- 
rence of such luck. The ducks now began to 
be rather scarce. 

“Pshaw,” declared Sherman, “I can show 
you better shooting than this right on my place. 
I tell you there is too much open water here; 
they want more shelter from this wind. Come 
over with me and I’ll show you something worth 
while the next day or two. This is going to 
end in snow inside of twenty-four hours, and 
you know what that means.” So we lugged the 
ducks and decoys back to the hotel, loaded our 
traps into Sherman’s buggy and drove out to 
his farm, where I had warm bed and. such fare 
as his Swede farmer’s wife could prepare, which 
was plenty and good. That night we got a few 
ducks, but the flight had not really begun. It 
was the next day that I started to tell about. 

We did not have far to go and set out our 
decoys in a little marsh behind a hill, protected 
from the northwest wind. The flight did not 
begin early—it never does on these cold morn- 
ings—but by 10 o’clock the air was full of them. 
They had little use for us or our decoys or call- 
ing. They rightly judged that ducks that knew 
no. better than to sit still with such a storm com- 
ing were not fit company for sensible birds whose 
business was to get south as fast as possible. 


We could see them away up in the sky, it looked ° 


like a mile, but of course it wasn’t a quarter. 
Only a few silly ones came near us and we 
missed most of them. We were so cold and had 
so little shooting we did not rightly judge the 
high speed. But about noon the snow began to 
come a bit, and Sherman jumped and danced 
with joy. “Now we'll get ’em!” he shouted. 
“Might as well go in and get a hot dinner. We'll 
have plenty of time to kill all the ducks we can 
eat the rest of the winter. Why, you can just 
stand up in plain sight by 4 o’clock and let. your 


gun off in any direction and kill ducks,’ he 
exulted. I had never tried this before and Sher- 
man had, and being quite ready for the hot din- 
ner I took his word for it. 

As soon as we had eaten Sherman made me 
put on all the warm clothes I had till I declared 
I felt as still as a mummy and could not handle 
a gun. “Don’t matter,’ he assured me; “any 
old woman can kill ducks this afternoon. I tell 
you I am going to show you some sport. Don’t 
you see it’s getting colder every minute and 
snowing harder? The cold is driving the ducks 
to fly south and this snow is blinding and con- 
fusing them so they hardly know what they are 
about. We can’t begin to carry the ducks we'll 
get this afternoon. Come on.” 

Sherman knew what he was talking about. 
We hid near a slough, without decoys, and they 
began to come in great numbers. We killed 
many, all big ducks, but had trouble in getting 
them, so we got out away from the pond in the 
way of the flight, and still they came—mallards, 
redheads, canvasbacks, pintails, widgeons and a 
few bluebills and blue-winged teals. Just for 
the sake of moving about we located in a corn 
field, and there the mallards late in the after- 
noon found us ready to receive them. Finally, 
as it was nearing dusk and we were a couple 
of miles from home, Sherman insisted that as 
we had all we could carry and would get more 
on the way home, we better pull for shelter. 
“But get a plenty while you’re getting,” he ad- 
vised me, “for they will all be gone to-morrow 
and everything frozen up solid for winter. This 
is the last day. Isn’t it great? Hope you’re not 
disappointed.” 

About 200 yards from the farm house was 
a little pond, really overflowed meadow, very 
shallow and close to a big ditch with a high 
bank. There we took our last stand, “for we 
can come back for a second load if we can’t 
carry them all at once’ my provident host ob- 
served. It was now nearly dark. I have hunted 
ducks all my life, often with a fair amount of 
success, but I never saw or heard of such shoot- 
ing as this for about thirty minutes. The ducks 
saw this water, still and sheltered, and they came 
fy? it so thick and fast we could not begin to 


tell what we were doing. It was simply shoot 
and load as fast as the guns would operate and 
Sherman had a repeater. Finally we came out 
of the little cover we had and stood in plain 
sight, and they came just the same while we 
were picking up our birds. It was the most ex- 
citing half hour’s sport I ever had, but the light 
was so bad and the confusion so great that I 
did execrable shooting, while Sherman was 
pumping his Winchester with deadly effect. Of 
course we did not find half the birds we killed, 
but many were discovered frozen in the ice next 
morning. 

We made our way to the house under a 
staggering load, pockets full, duck stringers full, 
dozens tied together with string and rope which 
the farmer produced from his pockets. “I knew 
we'd need this string,” he remarked. We hung 
the birds up to freeze, and I spent the evening 
trying to express my appreciation. Sherman was 
satisfied with his success in showing me a good 
time. 

Next day he took me to the station in 
weather below zero, but I did not mind ‘that, 
for I carried eighty beautiful ducks, having 
enough left when the baggage man stole ten of 
them after I had paid him to carry them. These 
fine fat birds went into cold storage, and it was. 
worth all the hardship they cost to be able to 
telephone down any day for some weeks after- 
ward and have some of them sent up, dressed, 
ready for the madam’s final touches. Also to 
send various pairs to friends. 

I cannot refrain from just a word about 
cooking a wild duck. I don’t want my duck raw 
or stinking from lack of washing, and I venture 
to say that very few would if they tried our 
way. The duck should be thoroughly scrubbed 
inside and out. It is even sometimes desirable 
to use a pure soap, followed by much rinsing, 
both outside and inside. Then stuff him, using 
a moist dressing, containing apple, celery and 
the merest suggestion of onion. Roast the duck 
till it is done, but never parboil a duck. It is 
a sin, unforgiveable and almost as bad as to skin 
the duck instead of picking. It will take from 
forty-five to sixty minutes to put the duck in 
shape to suit us, unless it is a very small one, 
and the tighter your roaster the better. Basting 
helps. Ducks prepared this way will overcome 
the objections of those who do not like “that 
wild taste.” A large part of “that wild taste” 
is just unremoved filth. Have your duck clean 
if you want it good, then roast to taste, but don’t 
decide against my way till you have tried it. 

And thus we had our Thanksgiving ducks- 
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MEETING OF THE WATERS, VALE OF OVOCA. 


Through Charming Wicklow on an Irish Jaunting Car 


N a country such as Ireland, where admittedly 
nature has been lavish in her distribution of 
scenic attractiveness, it would seem almost 

invidious to suggest a comparison between one 
district and another. But any one who has paid 
a visit to the glens and hills of the county Wick- 
low will readily admit that there is enough of 
natural beauty and charm there to satisfy the 
tastes and zsthetic ideals of the most fastidious 
lovers of nature and art. 

I have a very lively and pleasant recollec- 
tion of''a few holidays spent there not long ago, 
during which I visited several well-known and 
prominent places of interest, not only on ac- 
count of their natural attractiveness, but also 
because of their association with some of the 
sweetest poems of Ireland’s famous bard— 
Thomas Moore. 

Taking the train at Harcourt street station 
of the Dublin, Wicklow and Wexford Railway, 
I proceeded to the lovely seaside resort—Bray, 
County Wicklow, familiarly known as “The 
Brighton of Ireland,’ which is about twelve 
miles from Dublin. : 

On arriving there I was very much struck 
with the prominence, beauty and grandeur of 
Bray Head, which is an abrupt termination on 
the verge of the sea of a mountain chain em- 
bracing the larger and smaller Sugar Loaf. The 
termination is so sudden that it looks as if a 
portion of the mountains were cut clean away, 
leaving a sheer declivity of about 700 feet to 
the water’s edge. The Head is well wooded to 
about half way up, and heather-clad on the 
upper portion. 

When this heather is in full bloom, about 
the month of August, it affords a sight of 
beauty which is not likely to be soon forgotten. 

Leaving Bray, I drove on an Irish jaunting 
car to the demesne of Lord Monck, which is 
only a few miles distant. Here is the famous 
Dargle River flowing at the bottom of a very 
deep glen, which on its sides is beautifully 
wooded by a natural growth of a great variety 


By W. J. MURRAY 


of trees and shrubs. This glen stretches across 
the greater part of the demesne, and is noted 
for the charming picture it presents. 

Another little drive brought me to the 
demesne of Lord Powerscourt, and I visited 
here the far-famed Powerscourt Waterfall, which 
very much reminds one of Tork Waterfall in 
Killarney. It must be about 800 feet in height. 
It falls from a projecting ledge of rock on a 
mountainside, clear over a portion of the 
demesne wood, in its course toward the valley 
underneath. The surrounding scene is beauti- 
ful in the extreme, and one likes to tarry there. 

However, I wanted to get along, so I con- 
tinued my drive to the Glen-of-the-Downs, 
which has the appearance of a mountain which 
was cleft in two by an earthquake, in which no 
doubt it had its origin. Both sides of this ravine 
are richly wooded by purely natural growth, and 
also by planted trees and shrubs from among 
which great cleft rocks of rugged aspect project 
here and there, the whole exhibiting a most pic- 
turesque scene of natural beauty. This is a 
favorite resort of holiday makers and picnic 
parties. , 

Some miles distant from here is the Devil’s 
Glen, which bears a very great resemblance to 
the Dargle in its general features and is equally 
beautiful. 

Several miles from the latter place I visited 
the classic region of the “Seven Churches” in 
the valley of Glendalough, with its ancient round 
tower, and the fragmentary remains of its Seven 
Churches. The lake of Glendalough is small and 
its waters always look dark and gloomy, perhaps 
due partly to the shade cast by a dark-colored 
hill overhanging the lake. On this hill there is 
a natural outlined figure of a couch or bed, 
called “St. Kevin’s bed.” It was of Glendalough 
Lake that Moore wrote: 

“By that lake whose gloomy shore 
Skylark never warbles o’er.” 

Within an easy distance from here I visited 

the well-known Vale of Ovoca immortalized in 


song by Thomas Moore in his “Meeting of the 
Waters,” from which the following lines are an 
extract: 

“There is not in this wide world a valley so sweet 
As the vale in whose bosom the bright waters meet, 
Oh! the last ray of feeling and life must depart 

Ere the bloom of that valley shall fade from my heart.” 

The meeting of the waters, which means in 
this case the junction of the River Ovoca with 
one of its tributaries, takes place in a valley of 
most charming woodland and hill scenery, and 
is quite in keeping with the general character and 
natural features of the County Wicklow. 

Before concluding my round of Wicklow, I 
paid a visit to Lough Dan, where I had some 
good sport with rod and fly. The disciple of 
the far-famed Izaak Walton, would find his ideal 
fully realized by paying a visit to this celebrated 
haunt of the enthusiastic angler, where the 
mountain trout are both abundant and gamy. 

Lough Dan is situated at a high altitude in 
a mountainous region of the County Wicklow, 
“far from the busy haunts of men,” but in a 
beautiful and wild surrounding of rock and 
heather. The lake is about fifteen miles from 
the town of Bray. 

On arriving at Lough Dan the fisherman will 
find an old-fashioned inn overlooking the fish- 
ing ground, and here he will also find every 
convenience and comfort during his sojourn— 
everything clean and good, both eating and 
drinking, with plenty of fresh air and delight- 
ful scenery, etc. 

The lake is not very large, as is the case 
with most mountain lakes. It is about a mile 
and a half long, and a mile wide, but it is teem- 
ing with trout of a good sporting sort. They 
seldom grow over one pound in weight and their 
usual size is that of a herring. They are rather 
deep golden color, except on the back which is 
brownish, but they are well spotted with a bright 
red color and they look very pretty when taken 
out of the water. | 

The “take” is usually very good, often up 
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to two or three dozen fish to each rod per day, 
and it is a very rare experience for any fisher- 
man to go home with an empty basket. 

When the trout are in good rising humor 
they take almost any small fly, but the following 
are usually killers: (1) Claret body, silver tin- 
sel ribs, snipe’s wing feather for wings and a 
mallard’s coat for jib. (2) MHare’s ear body, 
black hackle and starling’s wing with ribs of 
gold tinsel. (3) Brown mohair body, jib of 
partridge’s tail, red hackle and landrail’s wing. 
(4) Prussian blue body, black rooster’s hackle, 
silver tinsel ribs. (5) Body, brown mohair, jib, 
should be in different shades to suit the changes 


in the atmosphere and in the water, such as a 
bright or a dark day, a clear or muddy water, 
etc. A bright fly being better for muddy water 
and a dark fly for clear water. For the latter 
a black midge is often a very good killer. 

It is rather remarkable that several attempts 
have been made from time to time by local gen- 
tlemen to introduce other breeds of trout into 
Lough Dan, such as the Loch Leven (Scotch) 
and rainbow trout, but never with success. Gen- 
erally after a few months the newcomers have 
disappeared, leaving the native trout in undis- 
puted possession of the lake, where they still 
continue their good reputation for affording 
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plenty of sport to the lovers of the gentle art 
of angling. 

Lough Dan is always a great attraction for 
the tourist and picnic party out for a day in 
the country. 

In conclusion I would say that while I hope 
the foregoing brief sketch may serve to direct 
attention to a region of rare beauty and interest, 
no mere pen-and-ink description can do it jus- 
tice; it must be seen to be adequately appreci- 
ated. The tourist should make his base of oper- 
ation in Bray, where he can procure every fa- 
cility for traveling over the whole of the County 
Wicklow. 





Back Again Home. 


BY ROBERT PAGE UINCOLN. 


Deep in the hollows, the green grassy hollows, 
In the dim little land I have known, 

There’s an old empty cottage, a weary old cottage, 
Where my heart and my joy all have flown, 


There’s a sunken old cottage, a dreary old cottage, 
On the banks of the old, old stream; 

And the last light of day marks a traveler's way 
In the haunt of his last fond dream, 


Back again home to the old, old home, 

_ When the calm evening shadows do blend, 

When the birds in their covert are whispering love 
And the spirit cows homewardly wend. 


Back again home, mother, call from the door; 
Call to me, mother, I’m coming again; 

Barefooted lad from the haunt of the past, 
And the weary old tramp of pain. 


Treading once more, the path now is hidden 
Under the tall grasses swayed to and fro; 
Treading it softly for fear there present them 
Ghosts of the loved once now hidden below. 


Sweet little cottage home, are you still dreaming? 
See, I am back again, troubled no more; 

What though we aged, be sunken and weary, 
There shall be joy again still as of yore. 


Lift up your mossed roof, smile, little cottage, 
Bring once again to me thoughts of my youth; 
Weary, worn beggar, thou dawn in thy spfendor,, 

Rise like a castle and tide me the truth. 


Here is the mossed well, old now and shattered; 
Oft in my cheery youth here have I stood; 
Now I am standing here bent-backed and aged, 
Gnarled as the mighty oak deep in the wood. 


O can it be, Life, so quick the journey, 
Sped on its course has far left me behind? 
Where are the fallen years, where is the gay lad,. 
Search where I will, not a vestige I find. 


Here are the orchard trees, ancient and hoary, 
Sunshine no longer ripens fruit on that crest; 

Youth ripens dreams nevermore in my bosom, 
For I am old now and crying for rest. 


Here in Life’s morning glow, sunshiny spirit, 
Heard I the birds gayly calling with love; 

And brightly rose in me thoughts of a city, 
Haven, it seemed, of a fair treasure trove. 


Oh how we learn this the bitter taught lesson, 
We who take wings and leave home evermore; 

O how we sufier when yearning for comfort— 
Naught in a breast lives but memory sore. 


There is nobody home in the cottage this even, 
Gay will a pleasantry nevermore there resound; 

Mother’s fond lullaby is stilled to a memory, 
There in the graveyard her mute little mound. 


Searce can I think that the past is a vision, 
Cottage home, why seem you bowed low in grief? 
See I am home again, a traveler burdened, 
And I would rest a while calm in belief! 
Back again home, mother. See, I am withered! 
Cold as November blasts sweeping the plain; 
Winter is coming soon, and I will join thee, 
Soon will there be not a hint of my pain. 
So is the journey dcne, mother I wait thee, 
Take me this eventide close to thy breast; 
For I am home, mother, home from my journey, 
Lull me to sleep, mother—1lull me to rest! 
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A Day Off Cape Cod 


“# OW bridge,” called Captain Bourse again, 
L and the fat doctor ducked with a groan 
of anguish in body and mind. 

We were just inside of Monomoy Bar, a 
finger of land, extending nine miles to the west- 
ward from Chatham, on Cape Cod. 

Less than a half hour before we had sailed 
out of Wychmere Harbor, Harwichport, in a 
mild freshening breeze, and now it was blow- 
ing great guns from the southwest. 

Between Nantucket (twenty-eight miles off) 
and Martha’s Vineyard there is a clean ocean 
sweep that lets in ground swells on days when 
the wind is right, and this was one of the days. 

The fat doctor had advertised himself as 
a good sailor and really believed it, or he never 
would have risked making the spectacle of him- 
self he did before a bunch of twelve Boston 
school marms, good looking and good sailors all. 
Even now, there are some of the party who do 
not doubt for a minute but that he is a good 
sailor, for he still affirms it was only an off day 
with his in’ard workings. 

It was dead low tide, and there was white 
water a-plenty. Captain Nathan Bourse had his 
hands full, dodging gigantic combers that seemed 
eager to make a mess of smart frocks and things 
that the wind and spray soon proved to be woe- 
fully out of place. : 

The first wave that came aboard hit the fat 
doctor. He was standing by the companionway 
and caught it full on his broad back. About a 
bucketful slopped upward and gracefully raised 
his new Panama hat, washing it away to lee- 
ward. 

Isn’t that too bad!’ ejaculated one, and there 
came a chorus of “O's” from the others. The 
fat doctor seemed not to care much. A sickly 
smile overspread his splotchy, pallid face. It was 
an eloquent smile. It said: “What do I care 
for the loss of such a little thing as a hat when 
I feel so rotten all over inside.” 

“Can’t you get it, captain?” asked one sym- 
pathetic little school marm, following . the 
pirouetting Panama with her eyes. 

“Got all I can do to keep you ladies dry,” 
said the captain, gazing sharply ahead, where 
the weather was fast thickening. 

The Ida Mildred, a staunch twenty-six-foot 
cabin cat, with a ten horse kicker, was doing 
nobly, but wisps of spray kept flying aboard. 
Occasionally, a good solid wave would come 
churning over the bow, searching out school 
marms and reducing to a sadly bedraggled con- 
dition hats and bright-colored veils that belonged 
ashore. ' 
Watching his chance, Captain Nathan, with 
a low bridge warning, came about, shut down 
his motor and “went scudding” before the wind. 

“No use,” he said, regretfully, “we can’t 
make Monomoy to-day.” 

' Then there came another chorus of “O’s”, 
for Monomoy with its life saving and wireless 


stations was to be the chief attraction of the day. - 


“Sorry to disappoint you, ladies,’ said the 
genial old captain, “but “it’s white water over 
there and and we couldn’t get within a half mile 
of the point.” 


By CHAS. G. SANDFORD 


“What can we do to pass time before din- 
ner?” inquired one. “The shore dinner at 
Monomoyck Inn isn’t to be served till two.” 

“We can sail around in Stage Harbor for 
a couple of hours,’ answered the captain, look- 
ing at the fat doctor, “or we can land near 
Chatham and walk across to the upper life sav- 
ing station.” 

“Oh, let’s sail,” said some, enthusiastically. 

“Let’s land,” plead the fat doctor. 

We were now sailing easily before the wind 
under a double reef. Captain Bourse was whirl- 
ing his wheel, to hold the course against great 
combers that threatened to get us broadside. 

It was a new experience for most of the 


sunk down on the seat, and with all those school 
marms looking, lapsed into the throes of sea 
sickness. The way to the cabin was clear, and 
a general rush was made for below. Some didn’t 
stay long, for “Old White Ears” loves stuffy 
cabins, where are hung smelly suits of oilers and 
sou’westers. Others remained till we landed, and 
if they were sick, none knew of it but the cap- 
tain. 

Soon, under the lee of Monomoy, smooth 
water was reached, and “Old White Ears” balked 
of his prey, silently slipped overboard and drop- 
ped astern. 

Funny how misery likes company. As we 
came to anchor in Stage Harbor, the fat doctor 





“OLD WHITE EAR” 


school marms, yet none was sick. Rapid fire 
questions were flung at the captain, who never 
tired answering. Spar buoys were taken for 
wrecks, fish weirs for lobster traps and once 
there was almost a panic when a red can buoy 
was pronounced a floating torpedo. The fat 
doctor sturdily stuck to his post abaft the com- 
panionway. 

“What’s the matter, boss, ain’t you feeling 
well?” asked the captain, anxiously. 

The fat doctor braced his feet with an effort. 
A wan smile played over his damp and pallid 
face. 

“Not very well, 
wearily. 

“Guess ‘Old White Ears’ is coming aboard,” 
said the captain, laughing. “He likes sailing 
afore the wind.” 

“Who?” chorused the ladies. 

“Old -White Ears,’ repeated the captain. 
“There’s two or three of you ladies that has 
his calling cards already-” 

“How ridiculous,” whispered one. 

“There,” said the captain, speaking low, “I 
told you he was here.” 

With pondercus deliberation the fat doctor 


captain,’ he confessed, 


COMING ABOARD. 


came over to me and whispered, “Old man, it 
came near getting you, didn’t it?” 

I stoutly denied the insinuation, though now 
it is all over, I confess yes. 

The tide was still so low that the dory could 
not make the shore by a dozen feet, so the cap- 
tain, sly old dog that he is, carried in his arms 
each of those fair school marms ashore. 

There was one certain trip he made that the 
fat doctor followed with longing eyes, but he 
did not volunteer, for the captain was surer of 
foot. 

It was a mile and a half to the life saving 
station, and away we started, burdened with 
wraps, packages, cameras, etc. 

As we advanced a gathering host awaited 
us. We had ventured on the original breeding 
grounds of mosquitoes.. There was the choice 
of walking on the heavy sand of the dunes, or 
in short, crisp grass that held the enemy. There 
were thousands—millions of the pests, stinging 
and filling mouth, eyes, nose and ears. I was 
too busy saving my own life to determine 
whether those particular mosquitoes preferred 
silk stocking or the fat doctor’s bald head, for 
an argument arose later about it. 
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After a walk of a mile and a half we came 
to a lagoon, which stopped our merry progress. 
We christened it “The Styx.” It was a case of 
turning back or making a detour of a half mile 
with the station only 200 yards away. A really, 
truly life saver saw us from the lookout of the 
station, and detailed a fellow guard to ferry us 
across in a dory, and the day was saved. 

After visiting the station and being shown 
about we adjourned to the beach and stood 
watching the great waves dashing over Pollock 
Rip Shoal, known as “The Grave Yard of the 
Atlantic.” There were no mosquitoes here, only 
the fresh, cold, salt-laden wind from the ocean. 

Midway between Chatham twin lights and 
our position we could distinguish through the 
mist the masts of a schooner that had struck on 
the shoal only the night before. All were for 
the moment silent, then a school marm found 
a bottle, lately tossed up by the waves, and the 
spell was off. It was a white flint bottle, well 
corked and ground to opaqueness in the hard 
sand. She shook the bottle. 

“There’s a message in it!” 
looking around woman-like for 
break the bottle on. 

“Calm yourself,” 
authoritatively. 

Then he dove down and produced a cork- 
screw. Doctors are always there with the imple- 
ments. The cork was drawn, but the message 
refused to come forth. So the bottle was broken 
anyway. It was a piece of card board, cut from 
a paper carton and folded once. “Doc” and I 
thought it was a “plant,” for in a thousand years’ 
journey that bottle could never have found a 
better time to get “discovered.” In plain type 
were these two cryptic words “UNEEDA 
BISCUIT.” 

The trip back to the Ida Mildred was un- 
eventful, save that reinforcements had arrived 
in Mosquitohurst, and how they pestered those 
swatting school marms! 

We arrived at Stage Harbor landing an hour 
ahead of stage time, so decided to walk to Mono- 
moyck Inn. It was a mile and a half, but the 
going was good and the steamed clams, bluefish 
and lobsters made up for some of the morning’s 
hardships. 

Only six of the party elected to make the 
trip home by boat. The heavy gale blowing with 
a fog accompaniment looked too nasty for the 
balance of the party, including the fat doctor, 
who escorted his sister victims of mal de mer 
home by rail. 

It was some trip back. None attempted to 
remain in the cabin, for the way things were 
flying about down there it would have been worse 
than a “rough house.” 

When finally we reached the quiet water of 
Wychmere Harbor all were soaked to the skin 
in spite of oilers and wraps. 

The sail bore mute evidence of the force of 
the wind, being wet to a height of ten feet from 
the deck. 

As Captain Bourse helped the party to the 
deck, he said, gallantly: “I take off my hat 
to a brave lot of ladies.” 


she exclaimed, 
something to 


ordered the fat doctor, 


One of the game wardens estimates that 
there are 10,000 deer roaming about the woods 
of Massachusetts—Boston Globe. 
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Florida Game. 


St. Vincent IsLanp, Fla., Nov. 8—Editor 
Forest and Stream: Ducks are here in good 
numbers now, including many of the choicest 
varieties, there being quite a good many canvas- 
backs and many mallards and teal. 

All my fresh water lakes and ponds contain an 
abundance of wild celery (Vallisneria spiralis), 
foxtail grass (Potamageton pectinatis), widgeon 
grass (Rupia maritima) with some wild rice 
(Zizania aquatica) and very many other of the 
best duck foods. 

I have introduced pretty much all of these 
plants since I purchased St. Vincent Island about 
six years ago. Within a few days I have noticed 
quite a good many English snipe in my marshes. 
I have four varieties of deer ‘which are the Vir- 
ginia whitetail, Osceola, Indian, Sambur and 
Sika or Japanese deer. The large Sambur deer 
have crossed with the Virginia whitetail deer 
and they are likely to develop some fine large 
deer of the mixed strain. R. V. Prerce. 


Vermont and Connecticut Game. 


Groton, Conn., Nov. 12.—Editor Forest and 
Stream: Your request regarding game condi- 
tions in Connecticut has been mislaid, so I have 
been unable to answer the questions until the 
present time. 

Have just returned from a six weeks’ vaca- 
tion in Vermont. Partridges are very plentiful 
up there this season, probably owing to the early 
spring and favorable conditions during the hatch- 
ing time. The hardy old New England ruffed 
grouse can always find plenty to eat during the 
most vigorous winters and will come out in the 
spring in good shape no matter how trying the 
weather has been. What depletes the coveys in 
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my mind is the natural enemies, not so much 
man with dog and breechloading gun as foxes, 
minks, hawks and the common house cat so 
numerous in most small villages. 

It is true that a wet, cold spring existing 
for a long period during the hatching and nest- 
ing season work havoc with the little chicks. I 
am of the opinion that quail could be made to 
thrive in most localities of Vermont if they 
were regularly fed and looked after during the 
long winter months. 

In our section here in Connecticut our com- 
missioner put out twenty-four bobwhite just be- 
fore that severe snow storm came on, and they 
all did well and came out in the spring good, 
healthy, strong birds. These birds were fed 
regularly and were in a locality free from ver- 
min. FrANK W. Hewes, M.D., 

Pres. Conn. Com. of Fisheries and Game. 


Circumstantial Evidence. 


East ORANGE, N. J., Nov. 16.—Editor Forest 
and Stream: When two or more sportsmen get 
together, nine times out of ten, outdoor expeti- 
ences are in order. 

I have read so many absorbing experiences 
in Forest AND STREAM that I feel constrained 
to add one of my own, and let me say that one 
of the hardest things is to listen to one man’s 
story and not have it remind you of one of your 
own. 

In November, 1808, I had been spending 
some months at a camp in the Dead River region, 
Maine. Although having secured one-half of 
my legal kill; i. e., one deer—the head wasn’t 
good—I made up my mind that every doe and 
spike buck in Maine could pass by before a soft 
point would leave the barrel of my rifle. There- 
fore; I started in the direction of Big Spencer, 


TEACHING THE OFFSPRINGS TO SHOOT. 
Photograph by George F. Halliday. 
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where the “seven pointers” roamed, taking it 
quietly and slowly. Smash! Crash! to my right. 
I didn’t shoot, though I found myself trying to 
put my front sight on a “white flag.” I recog- 
nized this disturber of the peace, a nice fat 
doe. Another half hour of stalking, and as I 
looked ahead, about 125 yards, I saw off through 
the trees my buck. He was feeding, and a mag- 
nificent pair of horns stretched away in the di- 
rection he was facing, as his nose was on the 
ground. Thin brush was between him and me, 
but I could see his tail flick to drive away an 
occasional fly. I got the ivory on him about 
what I judged was his fore shoulder, and when 
I pulled he went down—and stayed there. 

I lit my pipe and walked over to him. When 
I pushed through the brush there lay a poor little 
yearling doe. Something seemed wrong. I was 
certain I saw the horns. Without touching her 
I walked back until I found my empty shell. I 
looked again. Sure enough there were the horns, 
but no deer. 

The little miss had been feeding with her 
spikes up against a windfall in such a position 
that a couple of small dead branches appeared 
to be horns. A clear case of circumstantial evi- 
dence. Result: Death to the little one and no 
head that year for me. L. L. Lawton. 


Hunting in California. 
BY GOLDEN GATE. 


THE month of November has been ushered 
in by rains, and duck shooting is showing a de- 
cided improvement, especially in the interior 
where water was scarce at the opening of the 
season, The supply of home-bred birds is being 
supplemented by the arrival of great numbers 
of Northern birds among which are numbers 
of canvasbacks and geese. The best sport being 
enjoyed at present seems to be in the San 
Joaquin Valley section in the vicinity of Los 
Banos, but the market hunters are now com- 
mencing to send shipments from Sacramento 
Valley points also. Good sport is to be had on 
the Suisun marshes and even on the marshes of 
San Francisco Bay. 

The supervisors of Alameda, Santa Clara 
and San Mateo counties have joined in passing 
ordinances reducing the daily limit on rail from 
twenty to twelve and have prohibited the shoot- 
ing of these birds from boats or blinds. 

The deer season is now at an end, and from 
every section of the State reports are being re- 
ceived of the heavy killing made this year. 
Many suggestions are being received by the fish 
and game commissioners for changes in the game 
laws and a shorter and later season for deer is 
advocated by sportsmen generally. The present 
division of the State into districts is not en- 
tirely satisfactory, and new divisions are being 
planned, these being based upon the natural 
divisions of the State, climatic conditions, and 
the natural habitat of the leading species of 
wild game. Many changes in the opening and 
closing of the seasons on game will be recom- 
mended, and it is believed that many of these 
will be adopted by the Legislature which meets 
next January. 

The use of motorcycles as a means of con- 
veyance for deputies doing patrol duties has 
proved a great success here, and nine are now 
in the service of the Fish and Game Commission. 
With the automobile playing such an important 


part in the transportation of hunters, the motor- 
cycle has become a necessity. One machine has 
a record of 10,000 miles with an expense ac- 
count of one cent a mile. 


A. O. U. Annual Meeting. 


THE annual meeting of the American Orni- 
thologists’ Union was held in Cambridge, Mass., 
Nov. 12, 13 ana 14. The Nuttall Ornithological 
Club entertained the Union four years ago. 

The scientific sessions were held in the Uni- 
versity Museum, Oxford street, Cambridge at 
Io A. M. and 2:30 Pp. M., Tuesday, Wednesday 
afternoon and Thursday in the geological lec- 
ture room (south entrance), and on Wednesday 
morning in the Nash lecture room (middle en- 
trance). The public was invited to attend the 
meetings. 

A committee of information, designated by 
red badges, was in attendance at the meetings. 
Luncheon was served to members of the Union 
at I P. M. each day by invitation of the Nuttall 
Ornithological Club. 

On Tuesday afternoon, Nov. 12, immedi- 
ately after the meeting, Mr. and Mrs. Charles 
F. Batchelder held a reception at their home, 
7 Kirkland street, for members and their friends. 

On Tuesday evening, Nov. 12, at 8 p. m., the 
men of the Union attended a reception at Wil- 
liam Brewster’s Museum. 

On Wednesday evening, Nov. 13, the mem- 
bers and their friends met at the usual subscrip- 
tion dinner. 

On Thursday afternoon, Nov. 14, at 4 P. M. 
the ladies of the Union were asked to see: Mr. 
Brewster’s collection of birds at his museum. 

During the meeting the museum and library 
of the Boston Society of Natural History, cor- 
ner of Berkeley and Boylston streets, Boston, 
were open, free to members of the Union. 

For Friday, Nov. 15, Colonel and Mrs. John 
FE. Thayer invited the members of the Union to 
their home and Museum at Lancaster, Mass. 

The officers were re-elected as follows: 
Frank M. Chapman, President; Dr. A. K. Fisher, 
Henry W. Henshaw, Vice-Presidents; Dr. Jona- 
than Dwight, Jr., Treasurer; John H. Sage, Sec- 
retary. 

The list of papers read on the various days 
follows: 

TUESDAY MORNING, NOV. 12. 

Notes from Northern Labrador, A. C. Bent, 
Taunton, Mass. 

Some Labrador Notes, Charles W. Town- 
send, Boston, Mass. 

Notes on the Migrations and Habits of Some 
Long Island Shore Birds (lantern slides), Fran- 
cis Harper, College Point, N. Y., and John Tread- 
well Nichols, New York city. 

On the Present Status of the Bobolink or 
Rice-bird in the South (lantern slides), Edward 
Howe Forbush, Westboro, Mass. 

Queer Nesting Sites of the House Wren 
(lantern slides), Wilbur F. Smith, South Nor- 
walk, Conn. 

A New Subspecies of Crossbill from New- 
foundland (specimens), A. C. Bent, Taunton, 
Mass. 

The Nest Life of the Sparrow Hawk, 
Althea R. Sherman, National, Iowa. 

TUESDAY AFTERNOON. 

Informal Notes on the Work of the Field 

Museum in South America, W. H. Osgood. 


Further. Observations on Colombian Bird 
Life (lantern slides), Frank M. Chapman, New 
York city. 

Propagation and Restoration of ‘American 
Wildfowl (lantern slides), Herbert K. Job, East 
Haven, Conn. 

Notes on the Present Breeding Range of 
White Egrets in the United States (lantern 
slides), T. Gilbert Pearson, New York city. 


WEDNESDAY MORNING, NOV. I3. 
Passenger Pigeon: Report of the Year’s 
Work, C. F. Hodge, Worcester, Mass. 

Problem of Domesticating the Ruby-throated 
Hummingbird, Katherine E. Dolbear, Worces- 
ter, Mass. 

Notes on the Panama Thrush-Warbler, 
Hubert Lyman Clark, Cambridge, Mass. 

Report of Progress on the “Life Histories 
of North American Birds,’ A. C. Bent, Taun- 
ton, Mass. 

The Value of Bird Study in a Limited Area, 
Alice Hall Walter, Providence, R. I. 

Some Notes from Sheepshead Bay and Man- 
hattan Beach, New York City, George E. Hix, 
New York city. 

Concealing Action of the Bittern, Walter B. 
Barrows, East Lansing, Mich. 


WEDNESDAY AFTERNOON. 

What the American Bird Banding Associa- 
tion Has Accomplished the Past Year (lantern 
slides), Howard H. Cleaves, New Brighton, 
N.. ¥. 

A Biological Reconnaissance of the Okefi- 
nokee Swamp: The Birds (lantern slides), Al- 
bert H. Wright, Ithaca, N. Y., and Francis Har- 
per, College Point, N. Y. 

The Red-winged Blackbird: A Study in the 
Ecology of a Cat-tail Marsh (lantern slides), 
Arthur A. Allen, Ithaca, N. Y. 


THURSDAY MORNING, NOV. 14. 

The Flight of Birds, 
Milton, Mass. 

The A. O. U. Check-List, Third Edition, 
Louis B. Bishop, New Haven, Conn. 

A Glimpse at the Home-Life of Larus mari- 
nus (lantern slides), Howard H. Cleaves, New 
Brighton, N. Y. 

The Present Status of the Heath Hen (lan- 
tern slides and specimens), George W. Field, 
Boston, Mass. 

Two Flycatchers of the Genus Empidonax 
New to the Fauna of South Carolina, Arthur T. 
Wayne, Mt. Pleasant, S. C. 

Eighteen Species of Birds New to the Pribi- 
lof Islands, Including Four New to North 
America, Barton W. Evermann, Washington, 
Ee. 

A Study of the House Finch, W. H. Berg- 
told, Denver, Colo. 

The Status of the Extinct Meleagride, R. W. 
Shufeldt, Washington, D. C. 


Alexander Forbes, 


THE tremendous number of animals that 
are killed every year for their furs seems al- 
most incredible. In Russia alone during the 
past 12 months there were gathered the furs 
of 4,525,000 gray squirrels, 1,500,000 white hares, 
200,000 ermine and 12,250 sables—a total of 
6,237,250. 


“Who is so deaf or so blind as is he 
That willfully will neither hear nor see?” 





































Some Humors of Florida Fishing. 


JACKSONVILLE, Fla., Nov. 12.—Editor Forest 
and Stream; Early in July, when we left that 
little fishing hamlet X. near the mouth of the St. 
Johns with its up-to-date hotel and various other 
attractions, we declared that we never wished to 
see it again. The spirit of Izaak Walton was too 
much for me, and yesterday my fishing blood ran 
up to 110, and there was nothing to be done but 
reduce the fever. Dr. G. was called in; he had 
expressed a desire to accompany me on one of 
my fishing expeditions. I told him to get ready 
for a trip to X. at 5:30. It was-then 1 o'clock 
and raining in torrents. He said: ‘‘Why, man, 
it’s pouring down.” I replied: “Yes, commence 
knocking now after begging a month to be taken 
along.” This brought him around, and at 5:30 
we were on the little dinky bound for X. thirty 
miles away at sixty-five cents per round trip. 
On arriving we found “John,” our boatman, to 
whom we had phoned, awaiting us. He had just 
come in from securing live mullet bait, and was 
as wet as the proverbial “drowned rat.” Evi- 
dently he did not expect us. The rain was 
simply trying to break the weather man’s record 
and had been for most of the day. He gave 
one long grin when he saw us climb out of our 
“Pullman” and sidling up to us, said: “Are you 
the gentlemen who phoned me to make ready 
for a fishing trip?” I replied: “You guessed 
right that time. Are you ready?” “Yes, sir,” 
he said. “All the bait you are looking for up 
to one-pound mullet, but what about the rain?’ 
“We have brought a change of raiment,” I said, 
“and never let a little thing like a shower inter- 
fere.” He gave us a long look, as much as to 
ay, you'll do, and turning, led the way to that 
so-called hotel, which will bring up such pleas- 
ant recollections to you. 

“Go in and get supper,” he said, “and then 
I wish to see you a few moments and all ar- 
rangements will be completed.” Dr. G., who had 
never been in this hostelry before, now took the 
lead, and I followed very reluctantly. I thought 
I knew what to expect, but found I didn’t. My 
face had to brighten up a little when I took my 
seat at the table, for I recognized some old 
friends. There in the same spot was that iden- 
tical dish of fish which we had looked on and 
inhaled several weeks gone by. Age had not 
added any attractiveness to it nor had its odor- 
iferous qualities been lessened in the least. No 
one had been so bold as to tackle it without a 
deodorizer, and its place at the table was as 
secure as McGraw’s management of the Giants. 
The coffee had evidently been practicing for 
a bout with Frank Gotch; the butter was old 
enough to be bald-headed, but I noticed some 
scattering hairs in it. The light bread looked 
as though it might have landed with Ponce de 
Leon, and like him hunting for that same “Foun- 
tain of Youth.’ Not wishing to crush any of 
my old friends, I soon made a hasty exit and 
found John. 
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“When will you be ready to go,” was his 
greeting. ‘Now, suits me,” said I, and already 
I could feel the water trickling down my neck 
and saturating my every pore when we ‘should 
have been out only a few moments, for I knew 
I would catch it, not having a raincoat of any 
kind, and right here let me tell you that mos- 
quitoes, the big gray-backed rascals, swarmed 
around us, giving us a warm reception. I re- 
treated into a screened room, but it was like 
Mark Twain's “mosquito bar’—more under than 
on the outside, so out I came again. Let me 
digress long enough to say that in some places 
in Florida the chickens have’ to be screened in 
or the mosquitoes will kill them. As for my- 
self I believe that mosquitoes as large and blood- 
thirsty as the X. brand could reach through the 
wire and pull the chickens out. Dr. G. joined 
us at this time and John informed us that the 
tide would be on about 2 a. Mm. and to fish be- 
fore that time was only wasted energy. As no 
fisherman is long on this article, we retired, John 
promising to call us at midnight. 

We had plenty of calls between times, how- 
ever. Mosquitoes called incessantly, and when 
John called for us, we were ready to go. At 
12:05 we were dressed, and on our way to the 
boat, a large gasolene-daunch capable of hold- 
ing ten or a dozen people, with a nice little well 


in the center of the boat for the bait. Here 
minnows could be kept indefinitely. We ran 
diagonally across the river to the “Oyster” beds 


and cast anchor in one fathom of water, and at 
once commenced arranging our rods and reels. 
We were told again that we would get no bites 
until the tide began to run, but we were there 
for fishing. The mosquitoes were also fishing 
for suckers, and for more than an hour we held 
rod in one hand and fought mosquitoes with the 
other. We had been fishing in semi-darkness, 
but now a faint light appeared in the east. A 
little breeze started up and the mosquitoes van- 
ished. The old wreck in the mouth of the river 
loomed up in the distance. Two Government 
boats near us were more sharply outlined. Sud- 
denly the moon appeared, coming up out of a 
bed of molten silver, and as its rays danced on 
the waters and the waters lapped against our 
little vessel, the brilliancy of the scene became 
more and more entrancing, and I began to be 
lost in reverie, when swish went my line, and my 
reel was singing a song that is so dear to a 
fisherman’s heart. 

The contest was on. Would I land him in 
the boat? No time for reverie now. If one ever 
needed one’s wits, the event was at hand. I 
remembered you had told me never to let a 
large one go straight away from you if you only 
had a short line. This was my condition, and 
as he would bend my rod almost double and 
then would start straight away, it was almost 
impossible for me to so change that at any time 
I could give him a little more bent rod instead 
of a straight pull. John was yelling to me that 
it was a sea bass, and for me to do thus and 


Nov. 23, 1912 


a ™ 
ee 


= eee 





so, and I was all the time trying to think what 
you would do under the same circumstances, and 
this helped me, for after what I thought was an 
extra long time I succeeded in getting him along- 
side the boat, but just as John reached down for 
him, away he went again, and it was all to do 
over, if anything more difficult than before. 

I was in the vessel, on the side, now up and 
now down, and swishing that rod while Mr. Bass 
was giving me the fishing event of my life. Once 
more I got him headed toward the vessel. He 
was coming like a racehorse, and I wondered if 
it was to be his finish or mine. I was trying to 
keep my line taut. He was now near the boat 
and I suppose this was what John was waiting 
for. He seized my line, and with one quick jerk 
the momentum of the fish landed him inside the 
boat before he or I knew just what had hap- 
pened. After we got him he weighed 9% pounds. 
Before he was landed I knew that he would 
weigh 25 pounds at the least. Game, did you 
say! Well, I don’t believe they put up a better 
fight anywhere. We caught ten; the first was 
the largest and the smallest weighed 4% pounds. 
Every time one made my reel sing I wished for 
you, for I knew you would have enjoyed it to 
the utmost. 

Our catch weighed 57% pounds—six bass 
and four trout. At no time were we bothered 
with any other than those we caught except two 
or three that got away from us, that I am satis- 
fied that a skilled fisherman like yourself could 
have landed. We were through, but I was not 


ready to come back to Jacksonville at train time, | 


5:30, but did so. 

Inclosed find some scales from the largest 
one and wish you could have been here to have 
helped me eat him, as he was as fine flavored as 
one could wish. W. T. McCown: 





New Publications. 


“THE ENCYCLOPEDIA OF SPORTS AND GAMES,” by 
Earl of Suffolk and Berkshire. Four vols. 
Cloth. Gilt top. Illustrated, $12.00 net. J. B. 
Lippincott Company, Philadelphia. 

Each sport is treated from the viewpoint of 
the expert, with illustrations full of action, and 
thoroughly descriptive in their profuseness. An 
encyclopedia is expected to provide records, ex- 
planations and all manner of references, and 
these volumes, while covering the ground amply 
in those respects, go further. They are alive with 
lucid, readable articles by writers whose names 
are well known in the various branches of sport. 
Turning up a subject at random one has access 
to admirable chapters on trapshooting, big-game 
hunting, canoeing, duck shooting, fast and fancy 
skating, steeplechasing and hurdling, swimming; 
in fact, every subject of interest to the sports- 
man and outdoor recreationist is lavishly arrayed 
for his or her inspection. 

These volumes should be in every library. 
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‘Now, That Reminds Me.”—VII. ° 


BY O. W. SMITH. 


Photograph by the Author. 


“Now, that reminds me” of a little creek 
I once fished, and where I played, won and 
lost a record-breaking trout. Oh! smile if 
you want to. I know all about the large one 
that got away and that sort of thing, but just 
the same this is a true story. I had the trout 
on the bank and all but in my hands, mind you, 
then lost him, so I know just how large he was. 

The name of the creek I do not remember, 
but I was told that it emptied into one of the 
Chain o’ Lakes near Waupaca, Wisconsin, the 
State that abounds in what one may term imma- 
ture streams, though when it comes to grown up 
fish, they can supply them. We reached the 
creek from Amherst, a little town on the Soo 
Line, though I imagine that one could drive from 
Waupaca, or perhaps take a boat from the 
Soldiers’ Home, which is on one of the lakes, and 
reached from the city by electric, but of that I 
am not informed, neither do I know anything of 
the fishing to be had in the lower reaches of the 
creek. Where I fished the stream for the most 
part it was pretty well overgrown with brush, 
and making one’s way along the bank was any- 
thing but a pleasure. At one place I got into 
a prickly ash thicket, and for ten rods I crawled 
on hands and knees, an attitude suggestive of 
humble invocation, but I fear that I was in any- 
thing but a prayerful mood. There were trout 
and some good ones in the little stream, the red- 
spotted species generally, though once in a while 
I took a German brown and I secured a small 
rainbow. 

At one point on the stream I came out in 
an open pasture, rather low land all punched up 
by cattle, but the stream held many good pools, 
so I did not mind the rough ground. After 
working through brush for three hours, open 
fishing is a pleasant relief, and I went to it with 
avidity. Of course I stepped into a hole and 
went down into the black mud well above the 
top of my high boot, but that was to be expected, 
an incident in the day’s work, so I scraped off 
the foul stuff and continued on down stream. 
Spying an up-turned tree with trunk lying length- 
wise of the stream some distance below me, and 
surmising from long experience on trout streams 
that the gnawing current would have formed a 
pool beneath it, I made a wide detour and 
stealthily approached, the quaking soil making 
extreme care necessary. I was not disappointed, 
the pool was there, deep, dark and inviting. 
Quickly I made ready my fly, a nondescript but 
successful creation of a Wisconsin angler who 
ties dry flies after no pattern, with wide spread 
eagle wings and of a general dead color. Per- 
haps the odd creations would harrow the sensi- 
tive soul of the fly artist, but they take fish, and 
are truly wonderfully successful. 

With a little twitch I sent the fly out upon 
the blue-black water, danced it up stream and 
down, but not a fin stirred. Still I had the 
feeling—you know what I mean—that that water 
concealed a good fish. Throwing the fly back 
of me I circled it through the air to dry, after 
the English method, then brought it down, 
“plop,” upon the water just at the edge of the 
tree trunk. Caught in the circling current, it 
is promptly drawn down under the log, a dry- 
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fly gone wet-fishing.. Idet it go. Suddenly- there 
came a half defined tug, then a steady strain. 
“Snagged,” I said to myself, for that was exactly 
what it felt like. Disgusted, I began to pull 
gently, for I did not want to lose the fly, then 
harder and harder. Suddenly I received an elec- 
tric shock, a “chugitty, chug, chug,” that set all 
my nerves atingling. You know the feel of a 
heavy fish when it first awakes to the fact that 
it is hooked. I judged that the fish was beneath 
the log and rooting perhaps in an effort to tear 
loose the hook. I exerted all the strength I 
dared, and for an instant thought that I was 
going to fail to get my capture to fight in the 
open, but steady insistence conquered, as it con- 


“a POOL, DEEP, DARK AND INVITING.” 


quers in the school room, and out dashed the 
trout, tearing the line through the water and 
causing the little pool to boil as though a sub- 
marine volcano had broken out in its depths. 
What would I not have given for a stiff rod, 
even the heavy cane pole of boyhood days? I 
had ceased to desire to play fair, to be a sports- 
man; I wanted that fish, and it made little dif- 
ference to me how I got him. Forth and back 
he raged, I always straining the rod to the ut- 
most, knowing well that only so could I hope to 
conquer him. Once he got back under the log 
and I spent an eternal moment of torture while 
he nosed away, seeming to rid himself of the 
stinging steel which led him where he would not 
go. Suddenly the rod conquered—somehow a 
change in a piscatorial battle is always sudden— 
and my capture was again out in the free water. 

Now, I am not going to tell all that trans- 
pired during the ten or fifteen minutes, and it 
may have been sixty; but if you will take all 
the stories of all the piscatorial battles you ever 
heard and combine them into one, it will serve 
as a preface to the story of my battle. Smile, if 
you want to. I have not spent all my days in 
a school room teaching the young how to shoot, 
but have captured some mighty big fish in my 
time, and I want to tell you that the memory 
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of that battle in the low pasture dwarfs them all. 
Not because the fish escaped, for. remember I 
toid you‘when I began that I captured the ‘fish 
Lefore”I lost" him. 

Now I hurfy,to the end and climax of the 
story.” The monster gradually weakened, and at 
last utterly vanquished, floated on his side. I 
was a protid man when I bent and slipped my 
hand into the great: gaping gills and threw the 
fish out upon the bank, the hook breaking as I 
did so. Proud? Yes, and I had every right to 
be. Not every one and not every day can a man 
play and conquer such a fish in such a pool on 
a four-ounce rod. There have been some su- 
preme moments in my life, but that capped them 
all. I thought. of the story I would have to tell 
the boys, of the picture I would have to show, 
and of the fish I would have to display. Alas, 
I have only the story; the picture and fish are 
among the things that might have been. 

Briefly what happened. The fish slipped into 
one of those holes which the cows had punched 
through the sod and that hole connected with 
some subterranean passage, probably a muskrat 
hole, that opened upon the creek. When the fish 
disappeared, of course I fell upon my face and 
plunged my arm elbow deep into the hole. I 
touched the body, but it slipped’ through my 
eager fingers and was gone. All was over but 
the tears. Yes, there have been several moments 
in my life and that was one of them. 





Fishing in California. 
BY GOLDEN GATE. 

THE trout fishing season came to a close 
on the 1st of November, and anglers are now 
devoting their attention to steelheads and striped 
bass with splendid catches of these being made. 
Steelhead fishing on the Eel River has been in- 
different of late, but in tide water around San 
Francisco Bay some fine catches have been made 
since the early rains. 

Striped bass fishing is affording some great 
sport at the present time, and some very large 
fish for this season of the year are being landed. 
The run of bass has commenced at Wingo 
Slough and many anglers are now visiting this 
popular place instead of the Carquinez Straits 
section where most of the activity has been noted 
of late. At Wingo recently, a 35-pound bass and 
two 25-pound fish were taken the same day. In 
Back-door Slough, a tributary of Napa Creek, 
were landed a 40-pounder and another 35 pounds. 
Even better catches of bass are expected as soon 
as some heavy rains are experienced, as it is be- 
lieved that the fresh water will cause the myriads 
of crabs now in the sloughs to leave for the 
bay. 

San Francisco wholesalers of fresh fish re- 
cently asked that a carload of refrigerated sal- 
mon be allowed to enter the State from Oregon 
before Oct. 23, so that the fish might be placed 
on sale as soon as the season opened, but the 
Fish and Game Commission refused to grant the 
request on the ground that it would be unfair 
to the bay fishermen to allow the market to be 
filled before they had a chance to make a catch. 

Swordfish fishing is now at its height in 
Southern waters, and a number of enthusiastic 
anglers from San Francisco, among whom are 
Drs. B. F. Alden and J. A. Wiborg, are plan- 
ning to leave shortly for Catalina Island for a 
few days’ sport. 
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THANKSGIVING. 


DousTLEss many a sportsman has bethought 
him that his Thanksgiving turkey will have a 
finer flavor if the feast is prefaced by a few 
hours in the. woods with dog and gun. Meaner 
fare than this day of bounty furnishes, is made 
delicious by such an appetizer, and the Thanks- 
giving feast will be none the worse for it. 

What can be more delicious than the whole- 
some fragrance of the fallen leaves? What 
more invigorating than the breath of the two 
seasons that we catch—here, in the northward 
shade of a wooded hill the nipping air of winter; 
there where the southern slope meets the sun, 
the genial warmth of an October day. Here 
one’s footsteps crunch sharply the frozen her- 
bage and the ice-sharded border of a spring’s 
overflow; there splash in thawed pools and rus- 
tle softly among the dead leaves. 

The flowers are gone, but they were not 
brighter than the winter berries and bittersweet 
that glow about. The deciduous leaves are fallen 
and withered, but they were not more beautiful 
than the delicate tracery of their forsaken 
branches, and the steadfast foliage of the ever- 
greens was never brighter. The song birds are 
singing in southern woods, but chickadee, nut- 
hatch and woodpecker are chatty and companion- 
able and keep the woods in heart with a stir of life. 

Then from overhead or underfoot a ruffed 
grouse whirrs away into the gray haze of 
branches, and one hears the boom and crash of 
his headlong flight long after he is lost to sight, 
perchance long after the echo of a futile shot 
has died away. Far off one hears the intermit- 
tent discharge of rifles where the shooters are 
burning powder for their Thanksgiving turkey, 
and faintly from far away comes the melancholy 
music of a hound. Then nearer and clearer a 
rustle of velvet-clad feet, and reynard himself, 
the wildest spirit of the woods, materializes out 
of the russet indistinctness and flashes past with 
every sense alert. Then the hound goes by, and 
footstep, Voice and echo sink into silence. For 
silence it is, though the silver tinkle of the brook 
is in it, and the stir of the last leaf shivering 
forsaken on its bough. 


In such quietude one may hold heartfelt 
thanksgiving, feasting full upon a crust and a 
draught from the icy rivulet, and leave rich 
viands and costly wines for the thankless sur- 
feiting of poorer men. 


ANTI-REVOLVER LEGISLATION. 


THE wounding of ex-President Roosevelt by 
a maniac with a revolver brought to their senses 
some of the newspapers that have been unable 
to see the importance of the principle of the 
Sullivan law, relative to carrying of firearms 
small enough for concealment. Almost every 
important newspaper in the country published 
editorial comment on allowing carrying of con- 
cealed weapons, while some editors were erudite 
enough to touch the root of the revolver evil by 
demanding certain restrictions in the manufac- 
ture of small firearms. The New York World, one 





THE NATIONAL MENACE, 
From New York World. 


of the most editorially keen newspapers, printed 
in its editorial columns a picture entitled, “The 
National Menace,” by Macauley. This we re- 
produce herewith. We predict—and signs point to 
the realization of our prediction—that the United 


. States Government will, sooner or later, pro- 


hibit the manufacture of firearms small enough 
for concealment; that military, target and police 
revolvers will be made with longer barrels and 
that no one, except those duly authorized sa to 
do, will be allowed to carry revolvers or pistols 
of any sort. What a sad case was that, a few 
days ago, of the young woman who shot her 
mother on a Pullman car. It was an accident, 
unavoidable under the circumstances, but what 
a blessing for that girl had she been unable to 
secure a revolver. This case is only an instance 
of what goes on every day in different cities. 
Innocent persons are killed through accident or 
design by firearms in the hands of inexperienced 
or criminal individuals. As we have said before, 
the Sullivan law is by no means perfect, but 


rigidly enforced it would go far as a hold-over 
until a Federal measure be enacted absolutely 
prohibiting the manufacture of firearms of size 
small enough for concealment on one’s person. 
Indications point toward early enactment of such 
a law, and the better class of public sentiment is 
heartily in favor of it. 


ARCHERY IN CITY PARKS. 

Few are those who know how delightful a 
pastime is archery. What enjoyment and health 
ladies and gentlemen derive from this recreation! 
How many persons play away their spare time 
in the good old sport of our forebears? It is 
coming back into its own in cities throughout 
the country. In almost every large city in the 
United States ranges have been laid out in city 
parks. Notably there is one exception among 
cities that have anticipated the demands of arch- 
ery—by setting aside a part of the park’s play- 
ground for the accommodation. That exception 
is New York city. In the Borough of Brooklyn 
a request has been made of Park Commissioner 
Kennedy for space. Thus far he has not seen 
fit to give his permission. He has not, however, 
refused to grant permission, He is pondering 
on the subject. Knowing Mr. Kennedy to be a 
man of fairness, we hardly see how he can do 
other than grant the request of Brooklyn archers, 
of whom there are several hundred. At any rate 
we hope archers across the bridge may receive 
co-operation from Commissioner Kennedy—and 
we think they will. 


STOVER VS. STADIUM. 


ParK COMMISSIONER STovER, of Manhattan 
Borough, has made some mistakes in his ad- 
ministration in so far as it refers to Central 
Park, but we congratulate him on refusing to 
sanction the colossal grab framed by James E. 
Sullivan for his hobby, the Amateur Athletic 
Union. Central Park belongs to the people— 
all classes. It is the big public playground for 
a big working city, a place where the wealthy 
drive and motor, the poor walk and rest, and 
where both may play and recreate to their heart’s 
content. There is no room in Central Park for 
a stadium for the A. A. U., a considerable por- 
tion of whose membership is non-resident. 


KING CARIBOU. 

One of the finest caribou heads it ever has 
been our pleasure to see (though we had oppor- 
tunity to see it only in photograph) inadvertently 
appeared in the Oct. 26 Forest AND STREAM aS 
the opening illustration in an article by George 
B. Clark, entitled, “Caribou Hunting, Newfound- 
land vs. New Brunswick.” The head in the illus- 
tration was not shot by Mr. Clark, but by an- 
other of our subscribers, a well-known big-game 
hunter, who will have a very comprehensive 
Newfoundland caribou story in an early issue 
under pseudonym, “The Judge.” You will im- 
mensely enjoy reading this story. 
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Archery 





Archery-Golf. 


A NOVEL and enjoyable game, introduced into 
this country by George W. Wingate, instructor 
in archery at the Pittsburgh A. A., was played 
recently at the Edgewood Country Club. It is 
called archery golf and bids fair to become as 
popular in America as it is in England. 

The archers were George W. Postgate, in- 
structor at the Pittsburgh Athletic Association, 
and one of his pupils, Master Harold Knapp, 
while the golfers were R. L. Kester and Jack 
Kennedy, of the Edgewood Country Club. It is 
said that this is the first time a competition of 
this sort has ever been held in the United States, 
though it is becoming prevalent in England and 
the British Isles. 

The golfers played winter rules—no penalty 
for losing a ball, and placing the ball when in 
the tall grass or bunker. The archers shot off 
the tee, and on approaching the green they placed 
a target of cardboard, the same size as the hole, 
attached to a stick and placed “hole-high” on 
either the left or the right side of the green, so 
as to avoid any possibility of injuring the fine 
grass, This target they were required to hit, 
while the golfers of course had to put the ball 
into the hole in the usual manner. 

Two rounds of nine holes each were played, 
and at the end of the second round the archers 
were two holes to the good, their total scores 
being 150, while the golfers were charged with 
152. 

The best score was made by Prof. Postgate, 
who negotiated the eighth hole of the first 
round in two. Postgate’s score for the full 
course was 69. Kester’s score was 77, while 
Knapp shot the course in 81 and Kennedy drove 
it in 75. 

Quite a crowd of men, women and children 
followed the players over the course. A. D. 
Knapp, the father of Harold Knapp, kept the 
scores. The bogey for the course is 78, and Pro- 
fessor Postgate took fewer shots than any golfer 
has ever been able to make the course in. 

About a week previous a similar contest was 
held ‘on the course of the Oakmont Club between 
Dr. W. H. Haines, Dr. O. L. Hertig and Lester 
Ussing, of the Pittsburgh Athletic Association, 
and Professor Postgate. The archers won by 
ten holes, Dr. Hertig and Professor Postgate 
both making the course in less than bogey. Con- 
siderable excitement was caused among the golf- 
ers by this novel exhibition. 


Archery in Pittsburgh. 
PittsBpurGH, Pa., Nov. 11.— Editor Forest 
and Stream: On Saturday afternoon a typical 
November wind prevailed, making high scores 
impossible: — 


York round: 
72 arrows. 48 arrows. 24 arrows. 


100yds. S0yds. * 60yds. Total. 

Dr Haines ....0+0. 17 38 15 44 17 +60 49 142 
Dr. TOE disccuss 39 161 37 169 21 105 97 435 
a: wie 2 98 27 108 20 99 72 302 

American round, 30 arrows at each distance: — 

ds. Ss. s. Total 

Dr TR esncceen 27 143 «629 1385 «= 30 «188 = 86 466 
Jabs TR edaxcassts 25 115 21 122 «430 180 § 676 417 
Geo, SRR: cccaccs 6 20 8 17 10 30 2 67 


Mr. Jiles is making marked improvement in 
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his scores. The above score of 76 hits, 417 score, 
is his first American round of over 400. He now 
goes around with a broader smile than usual, 
saying in his humorous way that before Thanks- 
giying he will have Hertig’s scalp, and after that 
he will just naturally line up Elmer, Rendtorff, 
Gray, Spear and all the new ones. That confi- 
dence comes from having licked his teacher, 
Prof. Postgate, one evening in a private shoot, 
scores of which he refuses to divulge. 

Private opinion prevails, however, that as 
the professor is a man weighing 118 stripped and 
Jiles somewhere under 250, the licking was of a 
corporeal nature rather than a defeat at the tar- 
get. Meanwhile Postgate is silent. 

Dr. O. L. Hertic. 


National Archery Association. 
To the Archers of the United States of America: 
Owing to ill health and press of work, 
Ellis Spear, Jr., has felt obliged to resign as 


GEORGE PHILLIPS BRYANT. 
Secretary-Treasurer, National Archery Association. 


secretary-treasurer of the National Archery As- 
sociation to the regret and loss of all its mem- 
bers and officers. G. P. Bryant, of Boston, has 
been elected by the board of directors to fill the 
vacancy. 

The new secretary earnestly desires the co- 
operation of all archers in the work of promot- 
ing the sport and building up the national organ- 
ization. The growth of the sport is now healthy 
and rapid, and the officers of the association 
sincerely hope to make the 1913 champion tour- 
nament the greatest in scores, attendance and 
pleasure to all concerned that has been held for 
many years. This will be obtained by the hearty 
assistance of all in maintaining the interest by 
published articles, the organization of local clubs, 
the financial assistance of prompt payment of 
dues and the addition of new members, and 
finally by informing your secretary as early as 
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possible of your intention to attend the tourna- 
ment. 

The number of names for correspondence 
on the secretary’s list makes it a matter of great 
labor and a burden on the association funds to 
try to personally correspond with each one on 
all matters, and so your secretary urges all to 
take one of the magazines that has proved so 
friendly and of such assistance already, as for 
instance ForEST AND STREAM. 

Members are urged to help by sending in 
their yearly dues of $2 and prospective members 
are informed that the fee for joining the asso- 
ciation is $3 and the annual dues $2. 

GeorcE PHILLips Bryant, Sec’y-Treas. 

750 Tremont Building, Boston, Mass. 


Chicago Archery Club. 


Cuicaco, Ill., Nov. 11—Editor Forest and 
Stream: The Chicago Archery Club finished its 
yearly contest for club championships on Nov. 2. 
The following scores have been made recently: 


Team rounds, 96 arrows at 60yds.: 


H. W. Bishop.... 22124 22120 23107 23 121 472 
23 135 421109 23137 19 98 474 
24140 241384 23119 23 135 
21111 21109 21105 20110 

Geo. L. Nichols... 21115 24146 23127 23 135 
23.119 21107 22 142 

Dr. E. B. Weston. 2 3 17 93 20 104 20 120 


20110 24116 18 90 23 121 

Ninety-six arrows at 50yds.: 
Mrs. Witwer-Taylor 22 108 23119 22 12 
22120 24 138 
23.109 21107 24154 23 139 


Dr. Epwarp B. WEsTON. 
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A Bow for a Musket. 


Boston, Mass., Nov. 8—Editor Forest and 
Stream: I read with great interest the account 
of archery at the Lake Forest (Ill.) Academy 
under E. J. Rendtorff. I wish I had been under 
just such a man some thirty-five years ago. 
However, doubtless the above is the first school 
in fact to practice archery, but it is not in 
fiction. For as far back as 1889 in one of my 
books for boys (and girls) “Shoulder Arms,” 
I had the big preparatory school discard mili- 
tary drill with muskets and take up instead 
regular archery drill in battalion. Now, the boys 
says the book is a good one, and as a matter of 
fact it is still alive and selling, so I just want 
to suggest the idea of regular battalion drill to 
Mr. Rendtorff for the whole school, not a frac- 
tion thereof. I reckon he would get lots of 
fun out of it and the boys a lot of exercise, and 
on field days the public would have:a sight worth 
seeing. JoHN Preston TRUE. 


Swatow Peanut Crep. 


THE harvest of the peanut crop in the im- 
mediate vicinity of Swatow has been com- 
pleted, and, contrary to expectation, proved 
about the same as that of last year. The price 
of peanuts has risen, however, and now stands 
at about $2 Mexican ($1 United States cur- 
rency) per bushel. It is regretted that no 
statistics as to production are procurable. 
However, as the crop is said to be about the 
same as that of last year, one may predict that 
about the same quantity of peanuts and peanut 
oil will be free for export. The exports for 
IQII were 1,063 tons of peanuts and 1,557 tons 
of peanut oil.—-From Consul C. L. L. Williams, 
Swatow, China. 






















































Bayside Y. C. 


CLosinc the year with a fleet of 107 boats, 
money in the treasury and perfect amicability 
among the members, the Bayside Y. C. held its 
annual meeting on Nov. 10. G. Waldo Smith 
once more honors and accepts honors as commo- 
dore of the club, this being his eighth term in 
office. William H. Johns, whose efforts and in- 
terest have done so much toward placing the 
Bayside Y. C. on the yachting map, and keeping 
it there, was re-elected secretary, while the fol- 
reaccepted their former offices: 
Vice-Commodore; Archibald 
Nesbett, Rear Commodore; Frederick Floyd 
Jones, Treasurer; Joseph E. Hill, Measurer; 
William Teller, James Nash Webb, C. W. Ber- 
gen and Russell A. Field, Governors. 

A number of innovations were in order, 
among them the adoption of a junior member- 
ship, boys under twenty-one being eligible at 
nominal dues of $10 a year, while dues were 
raised for regular members. 

“Bayside Butterflies” will help the “Birds” 
keep up small yacht supremacy of the club. 


lowing also 
Elmer G. Story, 


Yacht Cacique Sold. 


TuHeE Hollis Burgess yacht agency has sold 
the big auxiliary yawl Cacique, owned by E. E. 
Conway, of Boston, to John S. Curtis, of Boston, 
a member of the Eastern Y. C. Cacique is one 
of the finest cruising yachts afloat and was for- 
merly owned by Lawrence Armour, of Chicago. 
She is 80 feet long, 17 feet wide, with a 4o 
horsepower auxiliary motor. She has a very 
large cabin and four staterooms. Cacique is 
now in New York, but will be taken around 
the Cape to Boston next spring. 

The same agency has sold the 35-foot water- 
line auxiliary yawl Rebecca, owned by John S. 
Curtis, of Boston, to a prominent member of 
the Boston Y. C.; the 40-foot water line sloop 
Hera, owned by Oscar M. Angier, of Dorchester, 
Mass., to F. L. Eno, of Boston, and several 
small boats to the Herreshoff Manufacturing Co., 
Bristol, R. I., for use on the famous Herreshoft 
racing schooner Westward, which sails for 
Europe shortly. 


Canoeing 


Through the Delaware and Chesapeake 


Canal. 
BY STEPHEN C. SINGLETON, JR. 


On July 9, 1911, the majority of the mem- 
bers of the Delaware Canoe Club, and not a few 
guests, assembled at Delaware City, the eastern 
terminus of the canal, prepared for a week’s 
trip through the canal out in into the Chesa- 
peake Bay, and return over the same route. The 
men went from Wilmington to Delaware City 
by launch, taking the canoes in tow, while the 
women and guests went to Delaware City by 
trolley. 

As the trolley party arrived first, the ladies 
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supplemented the commissary department. Soon 
the party was on its way to Summit Bridge, 
our favorite camping spot. We reached there 
about 7:30 o'clock and hastily made camp, sup- 
per being prepared by the ladies, while the men 
put up the tents. There were nine canoes and 
thirty people. 

The next day we were off early, and taking 
our time arrived on the lower shore of the 
Bohemia around 5 p. M. Here we made camp 
for the night, and as it was scorching hot, no 
one slept very soundly. 

The following day we proceeded to Pond’s 
Neck, about six miles above Betterton, on the 
Elk River. Here we stayed for about three days. 
Two days hotter than blazes; one day pleasant. 


MAKING UP TOWS AT DELAWARE CITY. 


The second day the river was so warm that it 
was no relief to go in for a swim. At night 
one could discern several of the canoes silently 
glide with their crews out unto the bosom of 
the river in hopes of finding relief from heat 
and mosquitoes. 

The last night about midnight a crowd of 
youngsters took some of the blackened embers 
from our camp-fire, and silently and _stealthily 
swimming out to those slumbering in their 
canoe, blackened their faces so softly that they 
woke not during the performance. In the morn- 
ing there was a considerable disturbance from 
the region of the river-rocked sleepers, for each 
one upon waking and seeing the face of his 
partner let out an uproarious laugh, and then 
commenced to see if his own face was the same, 
which of course it was. 

The next day we proceeded on into Chesa- 
peake City, and after getting grub and papers 
to go through the canal, entered the lock. We 
were lifted sixteen feet into still water, where 
it was easy paddling to our camping place at 
the bridge four miles and a half away. This 
being our last night in camp, the bunch of black 
faces declared that no one was going to sleep 
that night. But fate plays tricks sometimes on 
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the tricksters. Several of the older men as- 
sembled in the next tent to them, and singing 
all the old and new and otherwise songs, sang 
them to sleep. 

This was the last day, and as usual every- 
one was loath to break camp, knowing that it 
would not be pitched again for weeks, maybe 
months. 

The tows were made by taking a length of 
three-quarter inch hemp rope long enough for 
three canoes, and to this fastening the canoes 
about twenty-five feet apart by means of a tow- 
ing cradle. The latter is made with two pieces 
of rope, three-eighths of an inch or one-half 
inch, tied so as to form a “Y,” the knot being 
placed against the keel of the boat and the two 
upper ends fastened to the front of the 
seat and the single end being fastened to the 
tow line. By thus having them tied to each 
other, strain upon any one canoe was avoided. 

The lock was now full and the three strings 
of three canoes each were towed into it, and 
the gate put into place. When the water had 
been lowered to that outside in the river, the 
outer gates were opened, and when the canoes 
gracefully slid out of the canal, we knew our 
cruise was at an end. 

For the benefit of those who may wish to 
know how much grub it required, and the ex- 
pense per capita for such a trip, I give the fol- 
lowing: 


Grub bought at Delaware City, going down $1.65 
Grub bought at Chesapeake canal going down 81 
Milk 

Salmon, canned 

Eggs 

Beans, baked 

Bread and hardtack 

Beef 

Vinegar 

Chickens, two 

Lemons 

Potatoes 

Cakes 


Sugar 

Oranges and bananas 

Grub, Chesapeake canal, coming up 

Tolls, two canals at $1.50 : 

Towing charges, Wilmington to Delaware 


Lunch, Delaware City 
Corn 


Coffee, tea, cocoa 
Butter 


Coal oil and alcohol (for stove) 
Squashes and other vegetables 


As there were five of. us carrying expenses, 
it made the share three dollars a piece for grub 
and necessary expenses, not counting carfare for 
same from Wilmington to Delaware City and 
return, which amounted to sixty cents, making 


a total of $3.60. 
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OUR PYGMY HIPPOPOTAMI. 


Despite all the exploring to and fro in Africa, 
and all the slaughter of big game that for a 
century has furiously proceeded, the dark conti- 
nent has not yet given up all her wild animal 
secrets. The wonderful pygmy African elephant 
(Elephas pumilio) stole into the world very 
quietly in 1905, but in 1889 the far more. won- 
derful okapi burst upon the scientific world like 
a meteor. Since that astounding animal, the zo- 
ologists have been in a mental state of what next. 

The pygmy elephant of the Congo country and 
elsewhere, “we have with us to-night,’ as it 
were, in the lusty personality of the type speci- 
men now about fourteen years of age, but thus 
far the okapi has eluded us. Major Powell- 
Cotton literally called back the supposedly al- 
most extinct white rhinoceros by discovering in 
the Lado district an entirely new outcrop of 
them. For this species we have striven, but 
thus far without avail. 

With the exception of a few museum men, 
and the few zoologists who are specially inter- 
ested in the ungulates, says William T. Hornaday 
in the Zoological Society Bulletin, the pygmy 
hippopotamus has been to the world nothing 
more than a name, and to most people it has 
been not even that. Its discovery was made 
known to the world in 1844 by Dr. Samuel G. 
Morton, of the Philadelphia Academy of Science, 
but with the publication of his papers, the dif- 
fusion of knowledge regarding the new species 
almost came to an end. 

Speaking generally, and so far as the stand- 
ard works on natural history have been con- 
cerned, the pygmy. hippopotamus has been almost 
as unknown and as mythical as the queer beasts 
of the visions of St. John the Divine. Touch- 
ing the literature of Hippopotamus liberiensis, we 
might almost say that there is no general litera- 
ture, except a very interesting chapter in Mr. 
Graham Renshaw’s_ book, “Natural History 
Essays.” 

The best way in the world to secure zoo- 
logical varieties from the remote corners of the 
earth is by taking pains to provide funds with 
which to purchase the animals that bold and ven- 
turesome men are ever ready to capture and 
bring out for a price. It is impossible for any 
zoological park or garden to capture its own 
animal collections, without becoming a dealer in 
wild animals—an impossible undertaking. 

Eighteen months ago, Carl Hagenbeck, ever 
ready to try the untried, and attempt the impos- 
sible, dispatched to Liberia, west coast of Africa, 
an intrepid hunter and explorer named Hans 
Schomburgk. His mission was to find and se- 
cure alive several specimens of the almost mythi- 
cal pygmy hippo. The region which finally had 
to be penetrated was found to be reeking with 
cannibals, for whose diversion an imposing com- 
pany of native soldiers had to be enlisted. Mr. 
Hagenbeck pithily declared that “My traveler 
objects to being eaten.” 

The travels, experiences and hardships of 
Hans Schomburgk remain to be related, for the 
trophies have traveled faster than their history. 
At the present moment the. public will be most 
concerned in the fact that the New York Zoo- 
logical Society has secured the best portion of 
Herr Schomburgk’s catch—a living pair of 
pygmy hippopotami! 

The adult male in the case is thirty inches 
high at the shoulders, seventy inches in length 
from end of nose to base of tail, and the tail 
itself is twelve inches long. The weight of this 
animal is 419 pounds, and all these figures are 
offered subject to correction. 

The female is believed to be only two years 
old. It stands eighteen inches high at the shoul- 
ders and weighs 176 pounds 

The pygmy hippo is characterized first of 
all by its midget size. which in the adult animal 
is about equal to that of a twelve-months-old 
baby hippo of the large species. Its skull is 
more convex or rounded on its upper surface 
than that of H. amphibius; its legs are longer 
and more slender in proportion, and its eyes do 
not “pop” out of its head like those of the giant 
species. Another striking character is the long 
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tail, which in proportion is about twice as long 
as that of its only living relative, amphibius. 

The face of the pygmy is relatively smaller 
than that of the large species, which brings the 
eyes nearer to the median line of the skull. The 
lower jaw of the pygmy bears only two incisor 
teeth, while the large species has four, and while 
the orbits of liberiensis are large, they are pro- 
portionately less elevated than those of the large 
hippo. As the latter swims nearly submerged, 
the eyes seem to float on the surface of the water 
like two shiny glass marbles. 

The color of the pygmy is recorded as “slaty 
black” on the back, “sides greenish slaty gray, 
and under parts grayish white.” Pending the 
arrival of our specimens we quote this remark- 
able color scheme with all reserve, and subject 
to amendment. 

We await with keen interest Hans Schom- 
burgk’s account of‘ the habits and life history 
in general of this rare and strange animal. We 
have been informed, however, that it makes its 
home in swamps and wet forests, often at a 
distance of several miles from the nearest river 
or lake, and that it is not at all dependent upon 
large bodies of water, as its colossal relative 
always seems to be. We may confidently expect 
to hear that it subsists on fleshy and tender 
plants and reeds, and grass that is not too coarse 
and tough to be masticated by small jaws. 

Regarding the habitat of this animal, we 
can at present only describe it as the interior 
of the Republic of Liberia and regions adjacent, 
a designation not quite so vague as it seems, be- 
cause Liberia as a whole is not large. We 
imagine that Herr Schomburgk penetrated about 
200 miles into the interior from the coast, but 
the awful character of that region would make 
this equal in difficulty and hardships encountered 
to about 500 miles in East Africa. Heretofore it 
has been known that the species inhabits the 
Little Scarcies River, St. Paul’s River, Du Queah 
River and Fishermen Lake. 

The pygmy hippopotamus is, beside its only 
living relative, a midget, no more. Caliph, the 
enormous male hippo, who now stands in a 
mounted state in the American Museum of Natu- 
ral History, stood four feet nine and one-half 
inches in shoulder height, twelve feet and four 
inches in length from end of nose to root of 
tail, his circumference was eleven feet and eight 
inches, and his weight has been given as close 
to 6,500 pounds. Besides the enormous bulk of 
a full grown male hippo of the common species, 
it is like a six-months-old human infant of thir- 
teen pounds weight beside a man of 180 pounds. 
The disparity in size fairly challenges the imagi- 
nation. In bulk one adult male Nile hippo weigh- 
ing 6,000 pounds is equal to fourteen adult male 
pygmy hippos. Strange to say, notwithstanding 
the fact that many big hippos have died in the 
Zoological Gardens during the last hundred 
years, we cannot learn that thus far anyone ever 
has had the enterprise to ascertain the weight 
of a full grown male by actually weighing its 
remains. When our Peter the Great passes 
from earth, he will be weighed. 

Up to this time, so Mr. Renshaw informs us, 
only one living specimen of the pygmy hippo 
ever has been sent from Africa to Europe. That 
was in 1873, when one was sent to the Dublin 
Zoological Gardens, arriving at that institution 
in a dying condition, and lived there only “about 
five minutes.” Not a single living specimen ever 
has been exhibited prior to the arrival of our 
specimens at Hamburg on June 15, 1912. 

The museum of the Philadelphia Academy of 
Science contains the only series of museum speci- 
mens of the pygmy hippo now in America, em- 
bracing a mounted skin, a mounted skeleton, two 
skulls and an unmounted skeleton. The Leyden 
Museum (Holland) is the only other which can 
he said to possess a series of specimens. There 
is one mounted skin in the London Museum and 
another in the Paris. This. with the mounted 
skin of the Dublin calf, in the Dublin Museum, 
completes the list of Museum specimens now ex- 
tant of an important species that was discovered 
and described sixty-eight years ago. 

Our unique pair of living pygmy hippos will 
be exhibited in the elephant house. For their ac- 
commodation a small additional bathing tank, 
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communicating with their apartment, will be con- 
structed immediately. The cost of the pair was 
$12,000, and as zoological rarieties they are well 
worth their cost. 


ON THE TRAIL OF THE PYGMY HIPPO. 


“CoME to see me at once,” was the telegram 
I received from Carl Hagenbeck, when I had let 
him know that my projected trip tarough the 
French Congo had been abandoned. I hurried 
to Hamburg to meet our grand oid man of Stell- 
ingen, who greeted me with these words: “Will 
you go for me out to West Africa to try and 
capture an animal that has never been brought 
to Europe alive, and help me to preserve a dying 
species of the African fauna?” 

_ “Why, certainly,” was my reply; “have I not 
Just equipped an expedition to go to the western 
coast ?”’ 

But when he then told me in confidence, says 
Hans Schomburgk in the Zoological Society Bul- 
letin, that I was to go to Liberia, capture and 
bring back alive specimens of the pygmy hippo- 
potamus, | must confess that I hesitated. Here 
I was asked to catch alive an animal which had 
not even yet been shot by a European hunter. 
Prof. Buttikofer, the great authority on Liberia, 
had tried for years to secure a specimen, and 
after all he had to be content with the skins and 
skeletons of three animals that had been shot by 
native hunters without himself even having seen 
a live animal. 

During my twelve years of African travel 
my motto had been, “Nothing is impossible.” I 
had explored the Wa Lunda country on the water 
shed of the Congo and Zambesi, without an 
armed escort, in the face of the evil prophecies 
of old hands who took leave of us for good 
when we started on our trip. I had succeeded 
in bringing home alive the first East African 
elephant, an undertaking that had been tried by 
many a well-known hunter without success. 
“Yes,” I said, “I will go.” 

Six weks after this conversation I landed 
in Monrovia, the capital of the Republic of 
Liberia. Here I was greeted from all sides with 
the assurance that no such animal as the pygmy 
hippo existed, but only the big hippo, 

Having read in Buttikofer’s book that he 
had obtained a specimen of the pygmy hippo on 
the Duquea River, I decided to give this river 
the first trial. ‘Unfortunately I arrived just in 
the beginning of the rainy season. With the 
greatest difficulty I managed to collect twelve 
carriers, who on the promise of extra high wages, 
agreed to follow me. 

In this lot I must have found the human 
sweepings of the streets of Monrovia. How 
they humbugged me! They evidently thought I 
was powerless to do anything, and I knew only 
too well that they would desert on the slightest 
pretext. 

In Sheffeliensville I got the first news of 
pygmy hippos. Mr. Lett, an American mulatto, 
who had been a hunter with the Buttikofer expe- 
dition, gave me the assurance that the pygmy 
hippo existed on the upper part of the Duquea 
River, while his big cousin, the “kiboko” of East 
Africa, only frequented the rivers near the coast. 
I hired six canoes in Sheffelien to bring me up 
to Jehtown, six days up the Duquea River. 

Rain was the order of the day. In pouring 
rain we started every morning, and pulled all 
day long against the current of the swollen river. 
The second day out I thought the time had come 
to teach my carriers a lesson. We were so far 
from civilization already that I no longer feared 
desertion. 

When I called the boys in the morning to 
start, nobody came, so I called up my headman, 
and asked him very quietly if the boys were pack- 
ing up. 

“No,” was the reply, “they do not want to 
start vet.” 

Without saying another word I took up my 
Browning automatic revolver, and put seven shots 
through the roof of the boys’ hut. Then they 
came quickly. From that moment I took the 
reins. and after I had picked out the biggest 
and laziest of the motley crowd, and had given 
him a good hiding, I had no further trouble. 
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After a month’s hard hunting I at last had 
the luck of a pygmy hippo. I was drifting down 
the river in my canoe late one afternoon, when 
I saw the animal trying to climb up the steep 
bank of the river. Before it had noticed us we 
were within ten yards. I stood with my gun 
ready to shoot, but with a great effort I curbed 
my hunting passion. Carl Hagenbeck’s last word 
had been, “Now, remember, we must have our 
animals alive. Do not shoot before you are sure 
to be able to catch one.” Not five yards from 
the canoe the little brute dropped back into the 
water and disappeared. ’ 

Shortly after that I returned to the coast 
and fitted out anew to penetrate into the Golah 
country. Two months I hunted there without 
any success. In the rains it was practically im- 
possible to find any tracks, but in spite of every- 
thing I managed to find about thirty promising 
places in which to dig my pits. At first I had 
the intention to try netting the animals, but the 
uncertainty of their movements, and the thick 
undergrowth of the dense Liberian forests made 
net-hunting impracticable. 

One day a hippo fell into one of the pits. 
It had rained for thirty-six hours, and before 
my scouts reached the place it escaped unharmed. 
For the first time in my life I knew myself 
beaten. Practically all my carriers were sick; 
the whole country was under water and the 
native trails were recognizable only because in 
them the water raced down like mountain tor- 
rents. 

I returned to the coast and cabled to my 
people that the only chances for success were 
in the short dry season from January to May. 
The net result of this expensive expedition was 
that I had absolute proof of the existence of the 
dwarf hippo. 

But what Hagenbeck undertakes he carries 
through against all odds, and without considera- 
tion of financial sacrifices. He had not lost faith 
in me, and in December, t1go11, I started out on 
my second expedition. This time I was known 
in Liberia, and had but small difficulties in rais- 
ing a caravan of fifty good men. 

I had seen on the last trip that nothing could 
be done near the coast, though the beasts exist 
even within a day of the coast, but there it is 
hunted too much by the natives and is conse- 
quently too rare and shy. 

The confluences of the upper Lofa River 
were this time my goal. Here, in the practically 
unknown Gorze territory of the powerful and 
war-like Golah tribe, near the big Sue Bush, 
where there is no human habitation for days 
and days, I could reckon on success. 

But again I encountered an unforeseen ob- 
stacle. The Pesse tribe had declared war, and 
was fighting the Government and its allies. 

Yangaia, a big fortified Golah town, I reached 
without any considerable trouble, but when I 
called my carriers the next morning to start, they 
rebelled, one and all. The previous day we had 
had a sharp march of twenty-five miles through 
thick bush. Instead of taking their loads, the 
whole crowd came down to my tent, which I had 
pitched outside the village, and refused to go 
on, They said: “We are tired to-day, and there 
is war ahead, To-day we will not move, for to- 
morrow we hold word.” 

This was all IT could get out of them. The 
whole success of the expedition was in the hal- 
ance. Had I made them the slightest concession 
everything would have been lost. Once more I 
told them to take their loads, but only a threat- 
ening murmur was the answer. Then T saw red, 
open rebellion. I slipped the Browning in my 
pocket, took my hunting crop and wert amone 
them. Clash, crack went the whip on the naked 
body. A few straight hits from the shoulder on 
the jaws of those who did not move. and quicker 
than I can tell it I drove the mutinous crowd 
before me like a herd of sheep. The result of 
the rebellion for the boys was that I stopped 
their rations for three days, and their allowance 
of gin for a month. 

The same day I reached Taquema. the forti- 
fied town of the paramount chief of the Golah. 
Tawe Dadwe. I had reckoned greatly on the 
assistance of this omnipotent native king, but to 
my great sorrow he declared openly that he could 
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not help me, because the war pressed him too 
hard. He even expected an attack from the 
Pesse daily. Against my usual custom I had to 
submit to the entreaties of the chief, and pitch 
my tent in the middle of the town 

During my stay at Taquema the scouts of 
the enemy approached the town, but hearing that 
a white man with a big caravan and guns had 
arrived, they thought discretion the better part 
of valor. Here I had an opportunity to study 
= most secret sacrificial rites of this unknown 
tribe. . 
The Lofa River, one of the biggest rivers in 
Liberia, flows within an hour of Taquema. For 
two months I hunted on the small tributaries of 
this river, the course of which will appear en- 
tirely different from what it has been thought, 
when my map of the hinterland of Liberia is 
finished. 

In spite of the greatest.endeavors and the 
hardest work which I have done during my long 
hunting career in Africa I did not even manage 
to shoot one of these shy and secretive animals, 
in order that I might send home positive proof 
of its existence. 

The greatest difficulty in hunting the Liber- 
ian hippopotamus is that unlike their big cousins 
they do not frequent the rivers. They make 
their home deep in the inhospitable forest, in the 
dense vegetation, on the banks of the small 
forest streams, but not satisfied with the protec- 
tion the forest affords them, they enlarge the 
hollows which the water has washed out under 
the banks; and in these tunnels, where they are 
invisible from the bank, they sleep during the 
heat of the day. 

Day after day I patrolled the streams, con- 
tinually in water up to my hips, frequently to 
my shoulders. At last, as I was nearly despair- 
ing, on the 27th of February, Diana, the goddess 
of the hunters, smiled on me, and the first 
Liberian hippopotamus fell a victim to my gun. 
It was a nearly full grown cow. I was follow- 
ing the spoor of a small herd of the newly-by-me 
discovered dwarf elephant, when a fresh track 





If you want your shoot to be announced 
here, send a notice like the following: 


Fixtures. 


REGISTERED TOURNAMENTS. 


Dec. 2-6.—St. Thomas (Ont.) G. C. W. J. McCance, 
Asst. Mgr. 
1913. 


Jan. 1.—Utica, N. Y.—Genesee Gun Club. E. J. Lough- 
lin, ga 
Jan. 22-25.—Pinehurst (N. C.) Country Club. Leonard 


Tufts, Pres. 
July 8-13.—Cedar Point, Ohio.—The Indians’ tournament. 


D. H. Eaton, Sec’y, Cincinnati, O. 


DRIVERS AND TWISTERS. 


“A” cup game down du Pont way seems to be a 
round of roodles, with the buck sojourning at present in 
front of Eugene du Pont, with Ed. Banks dealing. 


R 
Oh! ye Bulgars! here are turkeys ready for the 
slaughter at the Du Pont Gun Club Thanksgiving Day 
shoot at Wilmington, Del. There will be five classes, 
four turkeys to a class. The shoot will be open to all. 


ce 
No matter where you commute from, there will be a 
shoot close by on Thanksgiving Day. If you do not 
know of one near the place your ticket is punched to, 
drop me a card. I think I can satisfy your Missouri 


curiosity. 


T. E. Doremus has been appcinted manager of the 
Sporting Powder Division of E. I. du Pont de Nemours 
Powder Company, to succeed J. T. Skelly, who has gone 
with one of the new companies organized under the 
ruling of the court. 
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of a mwe (Golah name for the pygmy hippo) 
made me leave the elephants. I followed this 
spoor down to a small streamlet with hardly two 
inches of water, where it led into one of the 
above mentioned holes. I sent my boy round, 
and when he started poking into the hole with a 
stick, a responsive grunt followed, and not two 
yards from me the head of the much coveted 
animal appeared. I still carried my elephant gun. 
As my shot rang through the forest, one of the 
rarest animals of the African fauna lay before me. 

My camp was far away in the bush, and to 
my great regret I had to abandon the skeleton. 
It was only with the greatest difficulty that I 
managed to skin the animal and have the skin 
brought by my two hunters to the tent. 

In spite of all difficulties, however, I had not 
given up the idea of catching a hippo alive. 
Wherever I found a likely place I had a pit dug. 
It is easy to catch the great East African hippo, 
which keeps continually in the same water and 
uses the same tracks. With the pygmy hippo it 
is very hard to even find a place where there is 
the slightest chance of catching one, because this 
brute roams.through the forest like an elephant 
or a pig, mostly goes singly, though sometimes 
in pairs, and rarely uses the same track twice. 

Meanwhile over a hundred pits had been 
made by my men, all carefully dug seven feet 
deep and covered so that not the sharpest eye 
could detect any sign of danger. 

At last, two days after I shot my first ani- 
mal, and when I was still working on its thick 
skin, a boy rushed to my tent breathlessly shout- 
ing from afar: “Massa! Massa! Dem mwe done 
catch !” 

On Nea Tindoa, an inhabited island in the 
Lofa River. a big bull had fallen into one of 
my pits. My sergeant, Momoro, started at once 
with a few boys to reach the place the same 
night and keep guard to prevent the meat-hungry 
native from killing the hippo. 

At last T had succeeded against the prophe- 
cies of Europeans, Liberians and natives. And 

(Continued on page 674.) 


Buckwalter and Trumbauer want you to help them 
pull a live-bird shoot at Royersford, Pa., on Dec. 18. 
Jack Rabbit system. Every bird you kill nets you $1.50 
—every miss credits the jack-pot $1.50, to be divided 50, 
30 and 20 per cent. There will be much else doing this 
date, same place. Send to Buckwalter and Trumbauer, 
Royersford, Pa., for particulars. 

W. G. BEEcRort. 


Columbus Gun Club. 


Scorrs made at Columbus Gun Club and at the 
Indian Lake shoot follow. The wind blew a gale at 
both shoots, hence such poor scores. The next shoot to 
be held at the Columbus Gun Club will be on Dec, 18 
on the Lewis system. The Columbus Gun Club is ask- 
ing for the Grand American Handicap for 1913: 


Columbus secres: 
Shot at. Broke, Shot at. Broke. 
5 50 111 


108 Eby ii 


Spangler 
Stout. . 
Squier 
Ford ... 

T H Smith 
*isher 
Coffman 





Indian Lake Scores: 
Taylor a 
Moeller 
Zint 


C Wagner 
Schindwolf 


Houghton Kotter 


Tilton 
Lon FIsHer. 


Forest AXD STREAM may be ordered from any news- 


dealer. Ask your dealer to supply you regularly. 
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Chicago Gun Cleb. 


Cmicaco, Ill., Nov. 9.—A pleasant afternoon and the 
opening of the winter season program brought out a 
field of fifteen shooters, several of them being beginners. 

In the practice event, Young and Kirkwood each 
broke 25 straight, Goode taking second place with 23, 
while Barto and McDougal each broke In the first 
50-target event, Barto, Young and Kirkwood each broke 
48, Goode again coming in second with a score of 45. 
First honors in the next event went to Silver on a score 
of 48 out of 50, Young running second with 95. Event 
No. 4 was shot with the gun below the armpit when 
calling for the target. Barto came in for first honors 
with 23 out of 25, Goode taking second with 21, while 
Young broke 20. The double-target event was won by 
Kirkwood on a score of 20 out of 12 pairs, Barto and 
Young each breaking 18. 

This was Schroeder’s second tryout at the trap and 
he was trying out a new gun. He was not satisfied with 
his scores. 


Events: 2 
Targets: 25 15 12p 
J Me eb oss concennanancecaneees oa ae xe. ae 


Oh as obo becees 3 17 
JT C McDougal 2 <a eee de aa 
| Pe ee 

W F De Wolf......... 

ME Re © ons v'cectee 


C Wi aees.ccsescc es : 20 7 i3 10 


T M Schroeder..... Rakennaie 
Eh GO Son Sevicceescitecedsuascens 


Nov. 10.—Ten marksmen appeared at our grounds to 
participate in the several events of the afternoon. 
Thomas, Seelig and Silver each broke 14 out of 15 in 
practice, after which Thomas broke 94 out of 100 in the 
two 60-target events, Seelig being close behind him with 
a total of 93. Thomas was also high in event No. 4, 
which was shot with gun below armpit. 

In the handicaps, Seelig won the first with a score 
of 24 out of 25 from 19yds., Thomas breaking a total of 
85 out of 100 from 22yds, in the four events. Silver 
gave Thomas a close race of it, as he tied him in the 
first three frames, but lost out by 2 targets in the last, 
shooting from the 19yd. mark. Scores: 





Events: 4 2 ¢.¢4 & @ 3 8 
Targets: 15 60 50 2 2 2 2% 2% 
De ey (See sn ccccoennxs 14 47 44 21 21 21 21 22 
C et IE va ceieeicesescs 14 45 48 16 2419 .. .. 
ES estes sadenssaves<s 144 4 48 20 21 2 2 
ENE IES Boos cusndeenors x Oe an ae “ae 06, we ee 
) RO Sn ccurccticeesis oat ee er 
Mee Hee op iagsdcqeseccncas + ae ae ee 
Me Sa ER a ccwceseuesdqins ae Oe cs ess 
FE Wai Bieae ee ccsaccce ces soe Se oe Eee, ae 
CP TF. Fie ricscccenvcse Se ee 
WE BE ka cknbesdaccdecuse 9 - 


Events 5, 6, 7 and 8 were the handicaps. 


Adams Gun Club. 


Apams. Neb., Nov. &—Two days’ smoke joy ended 
to-day with Bill Ridley, from over “I. O. Way,” occupy- 
ing upper berth for the tournament. Brother Bill took 
the scales oft the sun’s rays to the tune of 287 out of 
200. Another Bill—Hoover—was sent in for second lucre; 
he split with Varner on 280 busted rocks. The one- 
armed phenom., George Maxwell, got the for-wads-only 
honors with 282. A remarkable demonstration of re- 
versal of trap form was that of Carter, a targets-only 
exponent, who cracked 141 on opening day and 133 on 
second day. Scores of first day: 


Shot at. Broke. Shot at. Broke. 
1 





UE whaceeaee 150 4) ee eee 150 =—:128 
Rede "2450 119 Stockman ....... 150 (97 
Mitton .. . 150 130 FRAGORE kc siescice 60 44 
Varner .. 150 35 Gronewald ...... 45 30 
Sloan 150 39-105 SIGUE cicceexends 150 145 
L R Conn a. eer 150-127 
Horrum ..cccres 150 4=6117 BEE asctvesguane 60 47 
Armogast ....... 150 133 

Professionals: ba 
Maxwell cccccves 150 38142 GOR -vesduvevess 150 140 


COPEGH, | carccccses 141 


Gausman  .....65 


er 120 88 EROERS ccccisce 150 3=180 
Mitton cevcsecece 150 =128 CHOU. ecccdcvevce - 150 3119 
VOTRE? svececsses 150 3=145 DOROE* Sev vesdus 150 =100 
Dr Sloan .cvsocs 145 90 Magnusson ..... 150 386100 
Dr Thomas ..... 75 56 DE dccacdevdawce 150 3=117 
Murphy ....ceeee 160 115 Liphardt ........ 105 69 
Armogast .....65 150 126 Schumann ...... 105 2 
CRONE stecderecs Tee TS SHEE paccaseciccs 30 18 
HIOGM: dds vecechva See Ga * Gir fete cvcvceses 15 9 
FICGOE ous Kccken 150 122 Schnerhoff ..... 15 8 
Stockman ....... 150 =:101 BENGE vcxntecs\< 15 8 
NOMEN) eticvicsee 1500 181 
Professionals: 

Maxwell cvcesces ; ee SR ee eee 150 =: 189 
Carte secsicscne 10) = :138 , 


Cincinnati Gun Cleb. 


THE open season is responsible for the small attend- 
ance at the weekly shoct on Nov. 17. The call of the 
clays was not strong enough to keep most of the regu- 
lars from going afield for a try at the real birds. The 
weather conditions were perfect, but the shooters could 
not hit up their nsual gait at the traps. Hammerschmidt 













was high man with 91 out of 100, breaking 23 out of 25 
with his new 20-gauge Winchester. 


ing, and there will be little doing at their traps until Birmingham Gun Club. The weather was fine and good 
after the season closes. H. | 

y. for the opening day, Nov. 15, and will go to Glas- 2-gauge guns. We now have a full squad of 20-gauge 
ow Junction this week with several other sportsmen. marksmen. Professional P. B. Plummer shot with us, 
apt, George Dameron leaves early this week for a few but for some reason was shooting away below his aver- 
days’ hunt in Greenup county, and expects later to join age. He prohably works too hard helping the secretary. 
Irwin’s pesty at Glasgow. f 

doing a li 

He also is thinking of a trip to Glasgow. Supt. Arthur birds, Scores were made as follows: 
Gambell took his place on the firing line for the first 

time since his accident, and broke % 

targets. Scores tollow 


Targets: 15 15 20 25 25 Total. *pP B Plummer.. 10 80 Smith .......... 100 BT 
Hammerschmidt .......0.cecscccteess 13 15 19 23 21 91 ahaa cas 106 76 Darby Brown... 75 46 
WEE dina Gealdcceapcindwnvexeneateen 10 81316... 47 Randolph ....... 100 76 OF Ey GORvcvecccs 50 44 
WEE cacocddreecccapsaieccandewsere 121416... .. 41 RH Haugh ae 66 go SRE SP 75 27 
COIN Recs cdcacecsvanekceccucdececer weruty ee te 19 Dick Brown .... 100 65 Langford ..... 7 26 
DE GIMOUNEL cc viicinnccicdececcctewnces! oe se ue 17 19 36 *H Hamilton... 75 64 urham ........ 20 

Hodges. .cccccese 7 59 


dealer. Ask your dealer to supply you regularly. 





50 STRAIGHT 


WITH A 































"Rade pete 


PUMP GUN AND EASTERN 
FACTORY LOADED ARROW SHELLS 


WON THE 


STATE CHAMPIONSHIP OF ARIZONA 


for H. P. De Mund, of Phoenix, at the recent shoot 


of the Arizona State Sportsmen’s Association. 


Other Arrow Winnings at this Tournament were First, Second and Third 
Amateur Averages—T hree Highest Amateur Runs—and the three high men in 
the team competition shot these record breaking shells. 


Just another addition to this remarkable list of Reauagtoa-UMC Triumphs in 1912. 
GRAND AMERICAN HANDICAP 


WESTY HOGAN CHAMPIONSHIP 
SOUTHERN HANDICAP 
WESTERN HANDICAP 

Three Highest Amateur Averages for 1912 


Alabama State Championship Nebraska State Championship 
Arizona State Championship North Dakota State Championship 
Arkansas State Championship Oklahoma State Championship 
Illinois State Championship South Dakota State Championship 
Indiana State Championship Utah State Championship 
Kansas State Championship Virginia State Championship 
Maine State Championship Wisconsin State Championship 
Minnesota State Championship Michigan State Championship 
Mississippi State Championship Nevada State Championship 
North Carolina State Championship 
N. Y. A. C. Amateur Trapshooting Championship of U. 8. 


For speed plus pattern in any make of shotgun 
Shoot Aegmington-UMC Steel Lined Shells 


REMINGTON ARMS—UNION METALLIC CARTRIDGE CO. 
299-301 Broadway - - - : - New York, N. Y. 




































































FOR 50c. ‘less than actual cost) we will send a “* A NEW CHAPTER IN AN OLD STORY” 


* copy of our beautiful and valuable book 
This book contains the most remarkable hunting photographs ever taken. ‘‘I have been reading your book with 
leasure and profit. Such a work is bound todo .”’—Elbert Hubbard. “It is a contribution to national 
istory and letters.”—Francis Trevelyan Miller. ‘The last word in design, illustration, text and execution.” — 
Herbert L. Bridgeman. ‘Very interesting.” —Francis Bannerman. 





















Birmingham Gen Club. 


Freteen shooters were at the weekly shoot of the 






The Northern Kentucky Gun Club has gone a-hunt- 






R. Irwin visited Falmouth, scores were made. Several of the shooters were using 






‘ V fammerschmidt has been kk. H. Baugh shot high percentage for the day. Some 
ttle rabbit hunting, and has had good success. of the shooters have been hunting, and report plenty of 








per cent. of his Shot at. Broke. 


E M Cornwell... 100 85 PE ROR. evcccciuce 7 














Forest AND STREAM may be ordered from any news- *Professionals. 






PARTICIPANT. 









































































The Du Pont Gen Club. 


Witmincton, Del., Nov. 16.—Considering to-day the 
first Saturday of the season in Delaware, attendance at 
the Du Pont Gun Club was good. 

J. T. Roberson, at 22yds., was a luminary, breaking 
22 out of 25 in F, L. Connable silver cup event. This 
was the tenth contest, so that but two more chances 
remain for shooters to “‘get their name on the cup,” the 
winner of each contest having his name engraved on it. 
The winners thus far are: W. M. Foord, W. Edmanson, 
}; B. McHugh, A. B. Richardson, H. W. Bush and J. 

. Roberson, once each, while Dr. Stanley Steele and H. 
P. Carlon have each scored twice. 

There are therefore eight members of the Du Pont 
Gun Club who are entitled to shoot off for final owner- 
ship, and this assures a good race at 100 targets after 
the next two contests have been decided. 

Eugene du Pont defeated B. McHugh for the 
1912 Class A cup which A. B. Richardson tried to take 
from Mr. McHugh last week. Mr. du Pont made 24 
and 23 to 23 and 22 for his opponent. Edward Banks 
kas challenged the winner of this match, the match to 
be shot Noy. 23. 

J. T. Skelly was high on 100 targets, breaking 91 
from l6yds. H. P. Carlon was second with 90. 

The scores in the Connable cup event were as fol- 
lows, handicap yards: 


Eugene du Pont, 22....19 J J Magahern, 20 ..... 18 
C Thorpe Martin, 20... 20 Stanley Tuchton, 20 .... 16 
a WS, 20... 20.5000 18 } T Roberson, 22 ..... 22 
J H Minnick, 22....... 7 = A W Everitt, 22 ..... 17 
B McHugh, 23 .... 20 { TS, AE. es ososasy 19 
Nillard Young, 16....... 4 NV B Smith, Jr, 20...... 17 
2 2 SOI, 22.45 20005 19 W G Wood, 22 ........ 13 
T W Mathewson, 18.... 18 Dr A Patterson, 20..... 16 
J, W Anderson, Jr. 20.. 13 C R Kenworthy, 18 .... 14 
Ss Newman, 18........ 11 Frank Turner, 16 ...... 16 
{ SNEED. os occa 12 F D Thatcher, 16 ..... 6 
V M Hammond, 22.... 18 a ee eee 8 
W Edmanson, 22 ....... 17 W Swayne, 16 .... as 

Se NR EB cccccecuas W A Joslyn, 20 

C Mammele, 16 . we T E Doremus, 16 ..... 21 
a P Reed, 1B. a Walter Carpenter, 16... 7 
S G Dawid, M.....cc00 





New York A. C. 


PernamM Manor, N. Y., Nov. 16.—Six events were 
pulled here to-day, of which R. R. Debacher took one- 
third. His portion included a limb on McMahon cup 
(6) 24, and a handle on the below-the-elbow Olympic 
trophy (5) 25. There were three ties at 24 on November 
cup, C. W. Billings, W. J. Simpson and E. W. Huggins. 
Billings, Thompson and Lemore tied for distance handi- 
cap. Dr. Bogart ran away with the Ogden trophy event 
(4) 24, while Dr. R. J. Held made his mark on Travers 
Island cup, 23 from scratch. The scores: 


November cup, handicap, 25 targets: 





WwW Simpson ...... 3 2 A E Ranney 23 
E N Huggins 6 24 Dr. Bogart .... 21 
C W Billings 1 24 H Shannon 21 

Shoot-off won by Simpson. 

Ogden trophy, handicap, 25 targets: 
eae 4 24 oe 7 22 
A Eo BOAN|y ..60s000 0 23 C W Billings ....... 1 22 
G M Thomson ...... 2 23 = N tuggine ...... 6 22 

McMahon trophy, handicap, 25 targets: 

R R Debacher ..... 6 2 H Shannon ......... 0 22 
ep eee 0 23 G M Thomson ...... 2 22 
W J Simpson ...... 0 22 

Travers Island trophy, handicap, 25 targets: 
eee Feed nn. 0 23 C W Billings ....... 1 22 
ee ee 3 22 H Shannon ......... 0 22 
Dr E R De Wolfe .. 2 22 

Distance handicap. 25 targets: 

C W Billings ...... 20 21 Dr Bogatt c.c.0055 18 20 
G M Thompson ... 19 21 Dr E R De Wolfe. 19 19 
E H McLemore ... 16 21 RM wee: ..6.scc0s 19 19 

Olympic rules cup, handicap, 25 targets: 

R R Debacher ...... 5 25 DP. BAGO: osciiecess 3 2 
ae 0 23 ee ere 2 21 
5 A BRS. cick 50s 4 23 


Crescent A. C. 


Bay Rivce, L. I., Nov. 16.—A piping wind brought 
Piping Rock to Bay Ridge to-day. gyrating the clay 
scalers about like an aeroplane steered bv a lunatic. A good 
guess was about as important as a good eye, unless the 
good orb of vision perchance was a weather eye. 

J. H. Vanderveer was high gun for the day, winning 
the take home trophy event with 89 from a free start of 
four. Monthly cup ran into a 22 tie between J. F. 
James, F. B. Stephenson and J. H. Vanderveer. C. R. 
Tames got his name on committee cup (2) 44. Jack 
Fanning, for wads only, took care in his usual gentle- 
man-Jack way of the professional interests. The scores: 


Monthly cup, 25yds., handicap: 
9) 


TE James .....cccc00 0 22 1 S Ferguson ...... 4 19 
F B Stephenson ....0 22 ¥F S Hvatt .......... 4 18 
J H Vanderveer ....1 22 *Jack Fanning ...... 0 18 
*Theodore Butts .... 0 20 R T McKaigh ...... 0 18 
S V R Brundage ... 0 20 Se eee i 
George Bingham .... 7 19 G G Stephenson ..... : a 
L W Mendés ....... 3 19 
Committee cup, 50 targets, handicap: 

EP IES cesivs 500% 2 44 DF ARIAES | eon ahsse 0 39 
eS Ee eae 8 43 F B Stephenson ... 0 39 
*Frank E Mendes .. 4 483 S V R Brundage ... 6 39 
J H Vanderveer .... 2 42 ee cr a eee 8 38 
L W Mendes ...... 6 41 T McKaigh ...... 0 37 
*Tack Fanning ...... 0 40 G G Stephenscn ... 4 35 
Theodore Butts ..... 0 40 George Bingham ...14 34 





Take-home trophy, 100 targets, handicap: 
4 89 F 


H Vanderveer .... 


RB. FORMER” Sciences 4 84 
E JOUES Zo. ccatees 0 83 
rank E Mendes.... 8 8 
FS TAOONL . sciwenssen 14 82 
G G Stephenson ..... 8 77 
*L W Mendes ....... 12 %%6 
*Guest. 
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Stephenson .... 4 75 
George Bingham .... 8 7 
fe Fanning ...... 0 7 
*Theodore Butts .... 0 79 
S V R Brundage ...12 75 
R T McKaigh ....... 0 76 
J S Ferguson .....<: 16 73 


Indianapolis Gun Club. 


_ Inpranapovts, Ind., Nov. 9.—Parry led in the prac- 
tice shooting to-day with 94 per cent. and had an un- 


finished run of 69. 


Moller 93 and Edmonson 92. 





Th 


Others to beat 90 per cent. were: 


ey, with Dixon, posted 


one or more straights. Moller, at 20yds., won the 
spoon. The scores: 
Spoon. 
Pactice. Hdcp., Shot 

Shot at. Broke. Yds. at. Broke. 
BEE cise vsesee Sees 160 149 20 50 45 
EMEED poswsivsacsewessee 140 132 20 «250 43 
Edmonson 140 128 20 «50 44 
Dixon - 120 107 19 5& 37 
MOL j9..030+ 000 00cm 100 83 oi ae = 
PU CTMOMOS” vn .vccekaee 50 45 20 50 40 
ee a re eee 50 43 18 50 40 
MEE: ivsesccvevesens 35 31 18 50 38 
WEIGHDOTS. ....- 00000 30 24 16 580 34 





Nov. 16.—Edmonson led in the practice to-day with 


96 out of 100, beating Moller by one target only. 


The 


latter made a run of 85 and led in the trophy event, 
which went to Britton by the terms of the handicap. 


The scores: 


-—Practice——~, , ———-Trophy—__,, 


Shot at. Broke. Broke. Hdcp. Total. 
ee ee 100 93 46 2 48 
ROUNONBON © 60055000 100 93 45 1 46 
PRES won cicaseweccunce 100 92 is - i 
NE ala inthis irate cis 100 92 33 4 37 
*Veitmeyer ........... 100 90 BS ‘<a os 
BANE. a cctcniosesiasece 50 46 37 2 39 
POOR ice oneesiwen'e 50 43 37 12 49 
WHOIENDOTS 6.05 sccceee 50 35 36 8 44 
MES 5s 4cts0se annoy 50 38 33 2 35 
WEE ued cesncakeeecs 7 63 by 
R. R 


Bergen Beach Gun Club. 


$ROOKLYN, N. Y., Nov. 9.—With 97 out of 100, Paul 


Von Boeckman took high gun honors to-day. 
kins cracked 85 for second, while J. W. 


place with 83. 


Dr. Hop- 
Dreyer took 


Weather conditions were very difficult for clay-target 


breaking. The scores: 
Targets: 


P von Boeckman ............ 


Dr Hopkins 


BOW Tada cescnvanesvecses 
Fl) We eave ccccsscaguess can 
AV BOR iickcccecvcesiess 
OD De ae visencecsccats 
WF ae Rica wane acccvccns 


1D Franklin 
a DD 7 
C Arrick 
PP ED ic kawtioreescnceses 


WwW L 


SDs pikcdessceiiirsde 


Ten to-day 


25 25 25 25 





Hep. Total. 
23 24 24 24 2 97 
15 20 22 16 12 8 
19 18 17 19 10 83 
18 17 19 16 10 80 
20 21 17 16 6 80 
16 15 21 21 7 80 
17 19 15 13 12 76 
16 12 16 12 20 76 
12 10 18 16 17 72 
12 12 14 12 20 70 


(Sunday), but good sport nevertheless. 


J Voorhees selected 90 from the gusts, while ten went 
en their precinitous path to destruction on the sands; 
89 took second, third and fourth through a tie between 


Dreyer, Von Boeckman and Hewens. 


Events: 

Targets: 
DRO isd ctsseccatecesen 
SAE. SOE Scie kWsseretascss nat 
H W  Drever 
H Hewens 
Von Boeckman ........- 
WH Bice: aesccsisevcace 
P Collins 
T Weilbacher 
cc ke SS er 
W_ Schroeder 


- 


Daniel Boone Gun 
Nov. 


explanation. 


MARTHASVILLE, Mo., 
may need a little 





1 


match on our grounds for beef. 


ene-half in each of two events of 10 birds each. 


9.—-The 


The scores: 


23 4 

25 25 25 Hdcp. Total. 
21 18 18 14 90 
24 23 2 1 89 
22 19 21 8 89 
15 18 18 20 89 
19 2 23 0 89 


20 20 16 += «#14 84 
17 12 16 820 81 
a7 16. 2 20 80 
16 17 «12 20 79 
ll 16 15 20 78 


Club. 


inclosed scores 
They were made at a 
The beef was put up 
The 


half beef was divided into six parts in order to make 


more prizes. 


The ties were shot one at a time, which 


accounts for the difference in the numbers shot at in 


times. 


Two events, 10 targets each: 


J Mutert 


RARMRRMOETE, Sa cccieces ccccen 
LBollmann 
Frt Koelling 
Geo Koelling 
Meyer 
ao isiscsinnccanpssaenss 
Wm Koelling 
Frank Suhre 
Nistendirk 
T Freese 





-———Ties——__, 
z Shot at. Broke. 
17 27 23 
17 20 18 
17 21 20 
17 17 14 
16 11 9 
15 7 4 
15 12 7 
14 2 1 
13 3 1 
13 “< os 
12 ne oe 
= 1 1 
9 <“ 
9 


Nov. 23, 1912 


Larchmont Y. C. 


Larcumont, N. Y., Nov. 17.—Trappists formally got 
together here to-day to inaugurate the aerosaucer season 
of 1913. Relph Spotts appeared in the role of Colonel 
Bogy, setting a score of 98 out of 100 as a stimulant 
for the present season, and perhaps some seasons to 
come. or 98 out of 100 is a pretty exalted pinnacle 
as a mark where the clays are subjected to indignities 
by the wind as they generally are at the shore traps here. 
The previous Bogy, held by Mr. Spotts and Stuart 
Scott, was 97. Strange to say, the former mark was 
made on a clear day and almost windless conditions, 
while the new record was made in a misty rain and 
decidedly uncertain winds. Spotts event winnings in- 
cluded: Visitors’ cup (1) 25; handicap trophy (4) 102; 
high gun 119 out of 125; accumulation cup (0) 25; a 
tie with J. Jones on November cup; with H. H. 
Childs on club cup, and with T. Lenane, J. Jones and 
C. Whiting on take-home trophy. In other words, 
Spotts won or tied on_ everything excepting 15-bird 
scratch event, taken by S. Smith with 14, and 10-target 
scratch, which went to J. Jones on a straight. 


November cup, handicap, 25 targets: 
95 





RT, GSpotts..«.5.<0. T 7 MeCabitl .. 02.65% 3 23 
DURORR Scie ackiswsss 22 C€ Whitwe ....... ea 

J REOMEN « cce0sccvpe 22 H H Childs 

© 2eaene  F8s.<c55: 4 24 S Halstead 

B GME po cowateaseeiis 1m 


Shoot-off won by R. Es Spotts. 
Club cup, handicap, 25 targets: 
0 2 

















| A ee ee S Halstead .......... 72 
1 ge ee Se eee 7 6 TT McCann isscsce 22 
i SE cascceecsees 2 24 Cc ccaceces ee 21 
5 FE CMY 5ccccness< 2 2 T Lenane, Jr 18 
<> SURI. 6ccsances 5 23 
Visitors’ cup, handicap, 25 targets: =e 
Be TS ees ncaccaneas 1 23 S Smith ..........+. 12 
S ROO ace cescccs 7 23 Cc os amen 5 2 
OE ca rkaptskeoese 2 23 Dr W B Short 3 23 
i i ee 7 23 H Henry. 2 21 
T Lenene, FF.0.< 6.20% 4 22 J McCahill ....... 3 18 
Take home trophy, handicap, 25 targets: 
R L Spotts ne 25 : McCahill ....... 223 
T ERROR Fe icccsice 4 2 1 Henry ......... 2 21 
TD SORE cascvsceesnaen 25 ie ae 7 21 
C Whiting .. 25 Dr W B Short ..... 3 21 
S Halstead 24 SD Be ois casaceees 119 
Handicap cup, 100 targets: 
Ee, wcdoccces 4 102 S Halstead .......... 28 87 
EE cas sanaverras 8 97 T J_McCahill ....... 12 8% 
RE oo cecscce 20 95 BNE nccesecucen 4 86 
HH Childs casepiwes 28 92 T Lemate, Fh. 0c ccces 16 89 
y EE WORE nn cckscs 89 
High gun trophy, 125 targets: 
De ee wcscixesicace 119 C Whiting ...... 
WER 25 <a ceananeoces 112 T J McCahill ... 
PE BIOMEF: i cdes5esces 103 T Lenane, Jr i 
S MEE cain Shane «anaes 104 S Halstead .....0<<-c-< 
Accumulation cup, handicap, 25 targets: Be 
2 eS eee 0 25 a ee 5 2 
FT Fe ences scicnes 2 23 Dr W B Short ..... 17 2 
T J. McCanill ........ 3 22 PUGS. ease n cease sacs 2 18 
T Pees Fe ccs ins 4 21 
Fifteen targets, scratch: 
RY asap sdencanceode 14 J Henry ........e-eeeees 
CN NE scene dencacee 14 T J McCahill ... 
RE SOUS. sccciensaweve 13 T Lenane, Jr.. 
Df, ROMER oon sinc ns eeenee 13 BHaletead 2.2... ccccsesecs 
Shoot-off won by S. Smith. 
Ten targets, scratch: 
TE AGRRB ia ranegnscssaens 0 R L Spotts .......+++- 9 
PRD OMONED canvonssasns 9° TJ McCahill ........... 8 
SD LORONE. AE cscccassece 9 CSE on ioe. vo sonnacawe 8 
CC WIS cco ntexsacacce 


Buffalo Audubon Club. 


Burrato, N. Y., Nov. 16.—Frank Wright, formerly 
champion of New York, was high man at the club’s 
shoot this afternoon with a good 91 out of the century. 
John Ebberts, a Class C shooter, was second high man 
with 89, and is going to make the higher classmen look 
to their laurels to beat him out. The scores: 






Events: 2 Be Se ee 
Targets: 15 20 20 20 2% 
WOME. khvesdesccssecencenenestavaverbaas 12 17 18 2 24 
TORINO oinég cantackscenscccnernssandens § 15 18 19 19 
DUE « danves ocusutessstadeusavencasebeone 122 17 158 16 21 
POMEL | cvscnannccncitsaesae iene semen. waema 12 13 18 14 19 
SATETEIN Lads ininieicc's 4s ewie'e s Faanine sale Roem 12 16 13 14 18 
DONOR oi c a wcsu scence openers none aes 12 16 11 14 19 
Ebbets «...... 15 17 17 17 2 
RUE cicenas cuss cepabi nea inden eeahieua ii 2 18 ik 
NMED “cn ipatecreces sincinesnlsiaw we umemcanaaiens 7 14 12 12 16 
MENG a oalecsanisibes a hawwiedsewasdanhsacereen 12 138 17 14 19 
RODE: 5.5: ocias'ssaguisiticss sien shONaeeps 10 138 15 15 17 
MET oro cite ciciaccaaticotaes sree anaes tale ae 14 18 17 16 2 
MORI ('scic vius'aetaneieW elites ss aemmns onemae 13 16 18 17 21 
eis ae <cicicis biietoae Cuda out same ie aaionrs 11 19 15 14 19 
 cencvnacckeckectus saaeansaekaene vo. Be. ae. AE os 
WG. ics ciescvcccsacanevcmesesesdesrs ae. eal eee 


' Monmouth Beach Gun Club. 


Tue Monmouth Beach (N. J.) Gun Club elected the 
following officers for the ensuing year: President, Frank 
Johnson; Vice-President, Ernest West; Treasurer, Mor- 
gan Woollev; Secretary, Nicholas Woolley; Field Cap- 
tain, John A. Maney. 

This club was organized less than a month ago, and 
now has twenty-eight members enrolled, with ten ad- 
ditional applications on hand. os 

A tournament has been arranged for Thanksgiving 
Day, and a hearty welcome is extended to all visitors. 
silver cup and watch fobs will go to the winners of the 
main events, and live turkeys, ducks and geese will be 
an added attraction. 





bt et ba et Bt 
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Marine and Field Club. 
t 
Poa BatnH Beacu, L. I., Nov. 16.—Paul R. Towne, our 
lonel worthy president, ran from his 10-handicap to a full 
alant score of 100, thereby corraling some underpinning on 
s to November cup. For Sayre srophy Be cracked 24 out of 


*5, and the club event with e score. He picked 





ee ane end 


25 
neq Jumpers and Dervishes to quarter with equal ease. C. : 
here. Sayre, in scratch event, which he won, broke 24 out of 4 
tuart 25, and there were mighty few easy birds in the outfit. 
was Scores: 
ions, 


November cup, “ targets, handicap: 


 in- P R Towne ........ 0 100 { , oS oer 18 91 e 

102: S P Hopkins....... 8 95 W EY Devol... 0.606% 12 85 

5; a C D Sayre.......... 18 9% «CM Cam......... 2 76 e a Ing 0 gun 
H 


i Trophy shoot, 25 targets, scratch: 

P TOM ¥ 5 o0resc0es ee, A RO ee 18 
by S, S PP TOR <ccsccsse: 22 CM Camp.. 
ird De as cn cnns Scams 20. J Hamblin 


rae ‘es = (a ae: MODEL 1911 


Savre trophy, 25 targets, scratch: 








3 28 P R Towne.. 24. C M Camp 16 
33 WH Davol, is } Hambiin 4 A ai Bel the Winch 
23 avol.. ee amblin 7 bs bs 
i 23 C teen 18 comparison between the Winchester Self-Loading shot 
Sweepstakes, 25 targets, scratch: > : e 
CD Sayre etre Bi SBR towne. .eooen 2 gun and other makes is all that is necessary to convince any 
Se AVOL....cescesee 22 - M Camp............. 2 ae ne . 
LB J Hamblin .....000.0. S }e Gee... 20 one of the great superiority of the Winchester Self-Loader. 
L 21 ‘ . . 
1 is Note the absence of unsightly screws and nins and of dan- 
2 Pacific Indians. gerous projecting parts. Note the neat little trigger lock, 
b 22 Tue sixth annual tournament and pow-wow of the 4 ‘ 4 
} 22 Pacific Indians will be held during the week of July which operates cross-wise and cannot be jarred out of place. 
= o to 2, ng oar, on the grounds of the ° 
: Raymon as sun Clu : : : 
The Indians will add as much or more money than Take the gun down and see how easily it separates into 
: in po oy _ Seumney, nee the ee sas gold | | ith | il N h 
» 2 that proved such a great hit at last meeting, an 
2 other wana na “special — oo to make = only two parts, without re easing sma parts. ote how 
ca game more attractive, whic wi e later announce . . . . ° e 
19 in detail. simple is the action, and that the springs are of coiled wire, 
Raymond is = Cet a oe 
ties, almost litera na night; to be exact : ° 
| ft c years. old with 2 pon Teg Bio of the. bes the most durable kind. Then note the general finished 
” oe yeople on earth, all modern equipments and conveniences, 
= including a hotel of a hundred rooms, that is second to appearance of the whole gun; and remember that all metal 
a e Sir ane cn ill be held a few miles down 
e shoo is time will be . . 
the river, literally on the shores of the great Pacific parts are made of nickel steel— about twice as strong as that 
* Ocean, at W allapa yey eee = a Club 
has one of the finest clu ouses and shooting ranges . ° 
82 to be found anywhere in the world. “In addition, to the used in repeating guns of other makes. The barrel has to 
‘ usual attractions of an Indian shoot, there wi e this _ = 
4 time the inducement of going to the seaside during the be pulled back only when starting to shoot, as the recoil 
29 inet Et aed’ his conaheaiiy poadoal tne ae 
as te be had, and it is - : : : 
18 tendance this time will be the largest on record. does the reloading afterwards. The gun is readily used as 
: a single loader. No adjustment is required to shoot different 
.-B 
- 10 Maryland County Championship. loads; and no unpleasant effect is felt from the recoil, as it 
1n Maryland it takes more than one shoot to make ¥ a - . 
a comp teegienan’ tage Tee hoes Weng. tea is divided in the gun. Made in 12 gauge only, and a much 
9 thus far between them, of which Chesapeake City and a - 
8 Rising Sun each have cribbed one. better shooter than the ordinary gun. Examine one at 
8 Linn Worthington ran 84 straight, finishing with 97 
out of 100. Jake Reynolds broke 88 for second. d | ’ 
7 cde your eaier s. 
The first shoot, held at Elkton, resulted as follows: 
Rising Sun. Chesapeake City. 
Worthington ....... 48 GCE «cv icancsacateres 43 
erly Kirk ..ccocescscocvece 35 BTOWN occcccsecvans 41 
b's RIAIe hcccscteuats tees 44 Bouchel pueeuscaens a 
iry. Anderson .......... 3s BURTOE cc arava duvces 
nan R ds ...ceccee 43 i eee 45 A G A I U; Il d 
ak Ee fic oo i258 un That Is Unexcelle 
5 . Last Saaeaey 2 scores ° ben! jeteete Re oe e 
5 Vorthington 97, iale 92, eynolds 88, Anderson 82, F. Dua k Sh 
a4 Kien ‘S. Brown 82, Reechaite 80, W . Stevens 79, Everett or Cc ooting 
19 79. Currie 79, Hoover 78, Stephens 77, Rees 77, Kirk 68, 
21 Hazel 40. 
19 
18 
19 
23 New Hanover Gun Club. 
19 ‘ oa . - ‘ Match C. 
16 Witmincton, N. C., Nov. 15.—The following scores Dy} i Sek O8NS = 


¥ oy Soe eet a New mene = base Rifle d R } E G Reising, Connecticut 
7 ounds. As the hunting season 1s on, we only shoo A M Poindexter, Colorado 
99 y just to keep in practice for the an evo, ver A P pars New York 


once or twice a month, just to keep in practice for the | GBB SNe GSEENG SUS VU WEV OR FT oY Pp Lane. New York............. 











21 Pinehurst shoot in January. The scores, 100 targets per C M McCutcheon, Colorado 
19 man: - Match D 
1 UE Digerete ac cs. cess aus 94 L Clayton Grant ....... 83 i Dr J H_ Snook, Ohio..............sssscceccenncccecoes 212 
2D Rae cc antes 8 H A Underwood ...... 78 National Championships. C M McCutcheon, Colorado.. -- 207 
J. H. Dreuer, Sec’y. Folie: Farias BMGs oo occccncaddedaencccnusatawuedaa 201 
At the rifle and revolver championships just finished, , Match E. 
some high scores were made. They follow in detail: Denver R. C. Federal R. & R C., Boston 
the _ C M McCutcheon. 213 E G Reising ..... 201 
nk Yale Trims Princeton. : . Match A, . A M Poindexter... 193 W R Murphy js 
or- A M_ Poindexter, Colorado...............eeeeeeeeeeees 467 Arthur Smith . 186 G F Hoffman. 
ap- Ww HILE all the shooting through the line on the PEG eae YOrk... 2... eeeeeee reece eee ees = A H Hardy...... 182-774 W E Fennell 
gridiron here Nov. 16 resulted in a tie, the Eli familias SRNL NOME Ag ca <icckyee cea sc gideraceucrneaee 5 1 imate: 
nd Vy was shooting up the Tiger in the annual rock-breaking John A. Dietz, New York.........-..sceeeeeeeeeeeees 450 Col W HW ine pee . “a coe a 174 
ad- contest. Yale won by eight flyers, the final score being © M McCutcheon, Colorado..........ccecsccceseecess 448 tkuines oe 178 Ls. S Petersca.... a 
: 182 to 190 out of a 250-target total—five men to the team. Match B. Z Match F. 
ng L P Castaldini, Massachusetts............cccceccceces “i De O A_Burgeson, Colorado... ....02.ccccsccsscgssas 208: 
A a ee Paswaly:: Fins, TROD WORE onic cc vcccccnsccsesdesives @ FParmly Hanford, - New Yotk.e...ccccccccccsaccsctses 205. 
he Fi Be. DON CEG io oc isc ciicsvicccncavaodeonse Sit C €. Cronsman,. Missouti «56.06 .6cccicss cccatseesamaene 204 
be FOREST AND STREAM may be ordered from any news- C W Randall, Jr., California................eeeeeeeees BE De 5 WR Hicks, Mee FORM cc vcisiccccestudeesvetseiues 203. 
Gealer. Ask your dealer to supply you regularly. FORGE 7a) ENE, INOW MOM rcccaccasinsctvckscedeasqauas 455 John Turner, MER \.4~ 0<cbsnonad-actanteveeeiee 198. 
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FACTORY LOADED SHOT SHELLS 


"THE greatest triumph of modern ammunition making has been scored in Peters Steel Reinforced Shot-Gun Shells. 
They are reinforced in the HEAD AND RIM—“STEEL WHERE STEEL BELONGS.” { It was with 
Peters Steel Reinforced Shells— factory loaded—that Harvey Dixon won the 1911 Grand American Handicap—99 out 


of 100 from 20 yards. 

For this year’s hunt zmsist on Peters Steel Reinforced Shells. 
and shoot perfectly in ANY good gun. 

ASK YOUR DEALER. 
Illustrated booklet, describing Peters Steel Reinforced Shells and ° Sportsmen’ s Handy Book” with 1912 Game Laws—FREE. 


Write for them. 
THE PETERS CARTRIDGE COMPANY, CINCINNATI, OHIO 


NEW YORK: 98 Chambers St., T. H. Keller, Manager. SAN FRANCISCO: 608-612 Howard St., J. S. French, Manager. 
NEW ORLEANS: 321 Magazine St., Lee Omohundro, Manager. 


i! 


Naess sean SATIRE D EIEIO TOI EID OSI eaOO LE REOADD tata gannatnguaaecnanacaamaastasasranteaas ta casanmansnssmscansssencassed 


Rhode Island: 
Herbert C Miller 


They are superior to any others, afford protection to the user, 


Accept no substitute. Should he not happen to have them, he will get them at your request. 


MATCH A. MATCH B. 


California: H A Gray 


California: 

E Gorman 
C W Randall.... 
W O Prichard 


Colorado: 
A M Poindexter 
CC M McCutcheon. 
Dr O A Burgeson. 
F J Dreher 


Connecticut: 
E G Reising 
J W Hessian 


J_L Byrne 
Col W H Whigam.... 
A Sorenson 


Massachusetts: 
rt © Sears.......:. 
H A Hi 


Missouri: 
E 


Crossman. 


New York: 
Parmly Hanford 
John i 


A 

Dr J 

Hans Roedder 
H I Ekerold 


New Jersey: 


Lieut-Col W A Tewes...... 


Ohio: 
= 


R A Clabaugh 
CA Di 

WH 

T J Mell 


Panama: 
- g Larzelere 


M WV | ORE 416 
Pennsylvania: 
Dr D A Atkinson 
’ E Quicksall 
- Chas H Wilson... 


HS 


Rhode Island: 

H = 
Washington: 

W R Hinckley 
Washington, D. C. 

at S Upham 


- 


C W Linder 
Capt G Larson.... 
W A Siebe 


A H Hardy 
Dean W King. 
G F Macbeth 


A J Palmer 


Lieut S Peterson 


B Allen 
Capt E Bittel 


F S Beckford 


C Olcott.... 
R Moore. 
Frese 


G P Sanborn 
Roland Douglas 
H A Bayles....... 


Dr A A Yungblut..... 37! 
ET Peteraon..........2508 ‘ 
G E Pugh ea 

We TD BR ic cecccccce 
H F Schaefer......... 


J Bernson 
J M G Watt.. 


T C Beal 

H G 

Tohn P Strobel 

H G 

R O Hodges hesasewuns 355 


C W Randall 
J E Gorman 
Geo Armstrong 
R J Fraser 


Colorado: 
A M Poindexter 
C M McCutcheon 
F J Dreher 
Dr C A Burgesson 


Connecticut: 
A T-3 


Illinois: 


Massachusetts: 
L P Castaldini 
Dr H E Sears 
A E Robinson 


Michigan: 


Capt R P Patterson... 


Gus Kirvan 


Missouri: 


New York: 
Parmly Hanford 
John A Dietz 


H I Ekerold 
Hans Roedder 
J E Silliman 


New Jersey: 


Lieut-Col W A Tewes. 


Ohio: 
T H Clarke 


Oregon: 
R H Craddock 
W H Hubbard 


Panama: 
L_D Cornish 
J Bernson 
C B Larzelere 


Pennsylvania: 
oO £ H Wilson 
E Quicksall 
De D A Atkinson.. 
ui Rolshouse 
. Clark 


4 
H 
H 


W_ A Siebe 
A 


D W King 
A H Hardy 
G F Macbeth 


J W Hessian 


Capt E Bittel 
J pf 


H A Hill 


Johan Kock 


Dr A E Lemon 
Lieut Geo H Adams.. 


C C Crossman 2 
T E SBunding......... 387 


Re TTICRS ci cescs 450 
Dr R_H Sayre 
Roland Douglas 
Dr H A Bayles 
G P Sanborn 
G R Decker 


Elvin Ryder 


Mrs Edith Diller 


OE OW Bee sidannsoacase 429 
WY 8 SS PRG ive cncens 237 


¢ © ROGGE oon cass eas 416 
H Moorewood 

lon P 

Dr E ‘. Waugaman... 

t ¢. Bed 

Dr Chas Clark 

B M Brae 


Fred B Spooner 


Washington: 
W R Hinckley 


Washington, D. C.: 
Lieut J S Upham. » 417 
F J Kahrs of 


G Irwin Royce 


W J Macdonnall 


MATCH C. 
Colorado: 
A M Poindexter 


‘ M McCutcheon B 2h BOOKS. oi. scses 47 


Connecticut: 
E G Reising 


Illinois: 
Cc 
J 
Massachusetts: 
; F Hoffman 
Missouri: 


i W C Ayer 
Coreg R J Russell 


A 


Dr R H Sayre 

L B Smith 
Ohio: 

Rie) ee Es 5c swecxcnsanecanccnseuseeeaows segnabaen 621 


armly Hanford 
Lieut-Col M H Smith. 


I s ¢ B = 
a B Larzelere ........ J W. Maddera......... 


Pennsylvania: 
Howard G Moore 


an P Ross . 
Dr D A Atkinson 


r C L McGovern.... 


MATCH D. 


H Snook, Ohio 
> M McCutcheon, Colorado.... 
hn Turner, Illinois 
= G Reising, Connecticut ... 
>. & Orr, I 
Peterson, Illinois 
P Lane, New York 
L Byrne, Illinois . 
Dr DA Atkinson, Pennsylvania... 
C Crossman, Missouri 
G F Hoffman, Massachusetts 
L D Cornish, Panama . 
William MacNaughton, Massachusetts 
acob Bernson, Panama 
{WwW + Panama 
Dr R ayre, 
AH Rude Colorado 





. 591 


. 476 


.. 448 


. 517 


. 473 


.. 421 


. 513 
; 498 


. 621 


. 278 


264 
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C Be Dee. Fa. 0a 0 F080 adic sss waccdivsecece 
L, See, HOW. WORE acs. casccesesyeccssece au 
Lieut. Col. M H Smith, New York 
Geo: GWieoth,. Miseaerd oi sccisavcivcccecivecdsics 
WE eee, MMII 20, clutcaee as ace-otandvecke oat s 
W E Fennell, Massachusetts .............cceeeees 
F' Gees I Fas hoe wicsicwee bck egleo Wendie 
Cam Te es BOO Rode ecccctvicsccceces camaved 
Fee Se Cv occa ves cabiccececnamue’s 
PO Bie UO WONT occ ccs ckdeicacecdceccposccccs ue 
Ry MIN bd i8 keds cc icdde ne chectescaces 
EE Re, OOIUONE, ecéhcenicvteviercecnecdevekane 
: MATCH E, 
Denver R. C. Manhattan R. & R. Assn. 
C M McCutcheon. 213 Be EE oc csence 190 
A M Poindexter.. 186 Ge ERB 6 és ss cee 183 
Arthur Smith .... 186 Roedder ....... 177 
A Th Serer. cs«s 182—774 Parmly Hanford... 164—714 
Federal R. & R.C., Mass, Colonial R. C., Missouri. 
E G Reising ..... bo1 BI ciccaseas 180 
W _R_ Murphy.... 183 Geo C Olcott ..... 177 
GF Hoffman..... 177 W. C Ayer ....... 160 
W E Fennell ..... 167—728 C C Crossman ... 154—671 
Chicago R. C. 1st Regt. Cavalry, N. Y. 
Col W H Whigam 197 Sgt L Smith... 175 
| "FORGE Sexeiccns 178 Lie1t Col Smith. 170 
S Pebernot-. ... 2.24 4 Capt R H Sayre.. 169 
) Ee BPG weivsees 167—716 Private F R Dick. 142—656 
Pennsylvania State Police Force. 

Howard G Moore 166 Robert Watts .... 151 
John P Strobel... 163 Robert Winters .. 118—598 
MATCH F. 

California: 
Geo Armstrong Capt Geo Larson .... 124 
J E Gorman ..... oe BO ociss evince 111 
Robert Wixson 
Colorado: 
Dr C A Burgeson ... 208 A M Poindexter ...... 179 
© M McCutcheon .... 195 © FY Ee i cc civcisaws 178 
A, «Gil SR -epescccce 193 B DOOM: cicsceccces 143 
Connecticut: 
E Gr cactcccabnexansaswadesiscesidiventeutarscanee 89 
Illinois: 
Jolin FURMeE cc cccccsce 198 
Col W H Whigam .... 197 
C We gs sas ctoncass 196 
S FORGO iscccsscscs 184 
Massachusetts: 
A A FOES ccccccces - 190 BN A: BD Sick cscccsncs 172 
G F Hofman .......<. 177 
Missouri: 
C C Crossman .... 204 hae OO" 186 
K J Russell ... 196 FN NES seceescece 184 
Geo C Olcott 191 py ee 166 
E A SRR cecvicacsss 187 
New York: 
Parmly Hanford ...... 206 jJoum A Diets ...cccccc 194 
Dr J BREED sac ccicce 203 We EOE elas ckices 190 
Hans Roedder ........ 194 Dr R H Sayre ........ 156 
Ohio: 
DT Ee a cacccecctces 192 SRT acces ss scecs 103 
W OC BOW cccivcccses 154 eee 2 
Tod: J Bee ede coskvceah 139 
Panama: 
Jacob Bernson ........ 185 Ea SR CORMIEN 05 ccc cass 153 
C B Lmreenete: occ cence. 177 T es CAMO 6 ciccccs 130 
Be WE ohne es cds 167 eee 114 
Pennsylvania: 
Dr D A Atkinson .... 186 John O Rolshouse.... 167 
HG ee fides cuctiae 17? Dr Chas H Wilson .... 159 
a> | ee eee 171 Dr John R Brown ... 134 


Grand Aggregate. 
ltarmly Hanford, New York 
-\ M Poindexter, Colorado .... 
C M McCutcheon, Colorado ... 





Important Notice to Our Rifle Clubs. 


Wasuineton, D. C., Nov. 18.—We wish to call the 
attention of our rifle clubs to the fact that two weeks 
from oon i. e., Dec. 2, entries for the National gallery 
championship competition for 1921-13 will close and the 
schedule of matches will be made up for the clubs that 
have sent in their entries, along with the entrance fee 
of $10 previous to that date. Every year, we are asked 
to let in clubs after the schedule has been made up. 
Obviously it is impossible to do so. 

Owing to the demand from certain clubs (seven in 
all to date) to be allowed to use telescopic sights in 
these matches, we have decided, if it is desired, to or- 
ganize one league of clubs using telescopes, with the 
understanding that the wining club of that league, should 
it desire to compete for the National trophy, could do 
so by entering the shoot-off with the winning team or 
teams of the other league or leagues for the champion- 
ship, without telescopes. Clubs when making their en- 
tries should designate whether they wish to be entered 
in the telescopic league or not. 

To save time in onting up the schedules, clubs, 
when making entries, should designate if possible who 
is available in their ~ for the — as N. R. 
A. representative to take charge of and supervise the 
shooting of the league matches. The official targets to 
be used in the match will be sent to~this representa- 
tive, who will take charge of same and return the ones 
shot on each week to the N A. 

As there will be ten medals given to the winning 
clubs, it will be necessary to keep the record of all ten 
men shooting each week, as these ten medals will be 
given to the men competing in the greatest number of 
matches. Percentages will also have to be kept, as it is 
the intention to select the American Small-Bore team 
for 1913 from the records made by the men in the league 
matches, 

Avsert S. Jones, 


Assistant Recorder and Secretary, N. R. A. of A. 


meet! 


ties 


THE 


PERFECT “DENSE” 


Smokeless 


Shotgun Powder 


The Powder 
You Will Eventually Shoot 


It’s Waterproof 


It’s Quick 


It’s Easy on the Shoulder 


It’s Clean 


It’s Uniform 


SHOOT IT IN 


Your Game and Trap Loads 


THE ECUADOR BLANKET TREE. 


BLANKETS grow on trees in Ecuador, and 
while the idea of an all wool, fresh from the 
forest bed covering might give insomnia and a 
backache to the child of civilization who likes 


to snuggle comfortably under several layers of 
down and wool, the natives find it all right, as 
in fact it is. 

When an Ecuador Indian wants a blanket 
he hunts up a demajagua tree and cuts from 
it a five- or six-foot section of the peculiarly 
soft, thick bark. This is dampened and beaten 
until the flexibility of the sheet is much in- 
creased. The rough, gray exterior is next 
peeled off, andthe sheet dried in the sun. The 
result is a blanket, soft, light and fairly warm, 
of an attractive cream color. It may be rolled 
into a compact bundle without hurt, and with 





ordinary usage will last for several years.— 
Harper’s Weekly. 


THE SAME FISH ON FOUR LINES. 


A story is going the round in which four 
anglers were occupied with one fish, a big mack- 
erel. It took the bait of one of them, and then 
proceeded to entangle the four lines, so that it 
seemed there were four fish. I daresay it came 
in for some hard sayings when the truth was 
made manifest. But it is not uncommon for 
fish to take two different baits. I have known 
it to happen with both perch and pike. Dogfish 
of course will often do it; in fact, I doubt if 
there is a limit to the number of baits a dog- 
fish would take, if you only gave him the baits 
and the time and the opportunity—London Tele- 
graph. 
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_..MAINE DUCK DRIVE. 


A pucK drive is what they called a novel 
way the early settlers took to capture the ducks 
that were plentiful in the early settlement of 
Maine. a 
For a few days in August the birds could 
not fly, as they were shedding their feathers. 
The time was well known to the inhabitants 
of all the towns about Deer Isle and those who 
could come did not fail to be present. First a 
circle of boats was formed so as to partially 
surround them and others were stationed so as 
to prevent the birds taking a wrong direction. 

Duck Harbor was the place selected to 
drive them into, it being narrow and extending 
half a mile inland. Beginning at the upper part 
of the bay, the boats were drawn in for several 
miles. As this went on more birds were over- 
taken, and as they reached their destination a 
large number were included in the drive. 

Reaching the shore at the head of the har- 
bor, the ducks, not being able to run much, 
were overtaken and killed in large numbers. 
At one time a large drive was made and the 
birds attempted to walk through the woods to 
the other shore, but being unable to walk, died 
in large numbers. This was the last big drive 
that was made. Birds that escape a great 
danger avoid the same _locality.—Lewiston 
Journal. 


“SQUIRRELS do swim,” says an authority on 
natural history. Sure; but they would rather 


climb a tree—The Megaphone. 





| Want Some of 


THE BLACK SHELLS 


Here’s a smokeless load of common sense about uni- 
formity and driving power. 

Our Non-Mercuric Primer contains neither light ground 
glass nor heavy mercury fulminate. When these materials 
are mixed, gravity separates them. Think of the diffi- 
culty of getting uniform primers from such a mixture. 


Again, quick, hard shooting requires a hot, large flame 
from the primer. Glass absorbs 20% of the heat of the 
explosion. The materials used in our primer actually 
increase the heat. Therefore, THE BLACK SHELLS 
are always uniform, quick, of maximum driving power, 
and require taking almost no “‘lead’’ on the bird or 
target. 


As to the large flame from the primer: In THE 
BLACK SHELLS, the Flash Passage is 100% larger than 
usual. Practically all of the flame from the primer 
rushes into the main charge, practically none of it recoils 
useless and wasted. 


Send for Free Book 


on the other modernisms in THE BLACK SHELLS— 
unequalled waterproofing, the hard, smooth crimping, 
and our one-piece brass head. 


United States Cartridge Co. 
Dept. H LOWELL, MASS. 





Game Law to be Enforced. 


Tue California Fish and Game Commission 
is now engaged in a legal struggle brought about 
by its decision to strictly enforce the provision 
of the game laws limiting the number of ducks 
that any person may have in his possession at 
any one time to twenty-five. The deputies in the 
field are seeing to it that market hunters are 
not bagging more than the limit, but in the at- 
tempts to enforce the law in the large cities a 
stumbling block has been met with. Game trans- 
fer companies have been found with several 
hundred ducks in their possession at one time, 
and confiscations have been made, but these con- 
cerns have secured a temporary injunction pre- 
venting the commission from interfering with 
their business. It is claimed that the birds are 
killed by employes of the game transfer com- 
panies, but this is denied by the latter, who de- 
clare that every shipment made to them is a 
separate transaction. The companies get the 
game in lots of twenty-five, which is the legal 
limit, but inasmuch as they have more than 
twenty-five birds in their possession at one time, 
the commission contends that the law is violated. 
Judge Murasky, of San Francisco, has heard the 
arguments in the case and will render a decision 
shortly. 


Publicity for Game Laws. 


Montcome_ry, Ala., Nov. 7.—Editor Forest and 
Stream: Noting your suggestion relative to giving 
publicity to provisions of the game and fish laws, 
you are advised that since its organization the 
Department of Game and Fish of Alabama has 
had posted in various portions of the State hun- 
dreds of thousands of notices similar to the 
ones mailed you to-day under separate cover. 

I have proceeded upon the theory that in 
many instances the law is violated through ignor- 
ance, therefore I have taken occasion through 
the medium of posters, newspaper publicity and 
the publication of the game and fish laws in 
pamphlet form to inform the people of Alabama 
relative to every provision of our conservation 
statutes. Joun H. WALLAcE, Jr., Com. 


Benefits of Non-resident Tax. 

NEvVERSINK, N. Y., via Liberty, Nov. 4.— 
Editor Forest and Stream: So many sportsmen 
look to this easily accesible country for a few 
days’ shooting that this fresh outburst of greed 
is exasperating. Until the non-resident tax was 
placed so high, great numbers of men from 
other States visited this country in October and 
November. I could go more into details and 
write quite an article, but all that seems neces- 
sary is to have attention drawn to the matter in 
ForEsT AND STREAM. Of course there has been 
much talk and some notices in the newspapers. 

I get a few grouse and woodcock in the 
afternoons, but only a few. Hard work and 
grand shots. You must not miss the few decent 
shots you get, or you will have no birds in your 
pockets. THEODORE GorRDON. 


FoREST AND STREAM prints more snappy, 
readable, practicable news for sportsmen, we 
daresay, than any other magazine, and what it 
preaches editorially is practical and on a level 
that begets the confidence of its subscriber 
friends. 


ANCIENT POWDER: 


THE most ancient powder, such as was used 
in the old “bombardas,” was made of equal 
parts of saltpetre, sulphur and charcoal. Evi- 
dently these proportions would give a powder 
scarcely fit to make squibs or rockets, and yet 
perhaps even this was too powerful a mixture 
for the weak built up bombards of that era. 

A later proportion was refined saltpetre, 
eighteen parts; sulphur, two parts, and’ char- 
coal, three parts, which approached more nearly 
the formulas of to-day, which in practice, for 
good service, black powder may be set at; salt- 
peter, 78; sulphur, 10, and charcoal, 12 per cent. 

Such powder in 1860 was expected - when 
new to stand the English service test; and with 
a charge of four drachms propel a steel ball 
quite through fifteen to sixteen half-inch, wet, 
elm planks, placed half an inch apart, the first 
being thirty feet from the muzzle of the barrel. 
—National Magazine. 


EAGLES IN MISSISSIPPI. 


For the first time in several years reports 
are coming in of many eagles being seen and 
killed. A tremendous one was killed in Harri- 
son county a few weeks ago, and now comes 
the report of the death of another one of con- 
siderable size. 

W. M. Baylor killed an eagle near the beach 
home of J. H. Walsh that measured 5 feet 8 
inches from tip to tip. This magnificent bird 
had been seen near the place where it was killed 
for several weeks and was mistaken for a huge 
hawk.—Biloxi Herald. 


High Gun 


AT DENVER, 1912 
HANDICAP, SEPT. 10-13 


Mr. R. H. Bruns, shooting his 


LEFEVER 


made the marvellous run of 
283 without a miss. 

On the 700 single targets, in- 
cluding handicaps, Mr. Bruns 


scored 683 out of 700. 


The second day of the tourna- 
ment on the day's program of 
200 targets, Mr. Bruns and 
his Lefever gun scored 200 
out of 200. A world’s re- 


cord for ten traps. 


On the 500 single 16-yard 
target for amateurs, Mr. Bruns 


scored 494 out of 500. 
ANOTHER WINNER AT THE 
PACIFIC COAST HANDICAP 


Mr. L. H. Reid, shooting his Lefever gun, won 
second high average with 381 out of 400, 


Why don’: you shoot a LEFEVER? 
Write for Catalog 


LEFEVER ARMS COMPANY 


Guns of Lasting Fame 
23 Maltbie Street Syracuse, N. Y. 
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RECOIL AND RECOIL RESULTS. 


THERE is no doubt that the recoil, or 
“kick,” of a gun is due entirely to the method 
of loading used, and to the amount and weight 
of shot, says a writer in the Shooting Times. It 
can be easily understood, if one will but con- 
sider a little, what a loaded gun really is. The 
gun is a means to utilize the force exerted by 
the expansion of gases set free on the ignition 
of the powder; and the explosive force is placed 
between two confining obstructions—that is, be- 
tween the breech of the gun, as may be con- 
sidered the most nearly immovable obstruction, 
and the charge of shot. Now, the gases set 
free by explosion set up a momentary pressure 
in every direction within the breech chambers of 
the gun of some I5 tons per square inch, more 
or less; and, of course, the obstruction of least 
capacity to hold its own (that is, the movable 
charge of shot) gives way first, and the pressure 
within the gun is relieved. But, the pressure 
being exerted in every direction, there is a 
backward blow (so to speak) on the breech of 
gun, and this blow is the “kick,” which causes 
the shoulder-ache and swollen middle fingers. 
The writer well knows these latter symptoms. 
But the action of these forces is easily under- 
stood. If the gun can be held so that no 
movement is possible, the force applied to shot 
is, of course, increased, as there is no loss due 
to recoil or the giving way on the part of the 
gun. But in shotguns or rifles fired from the 
shoulder it is not possible so to hold the gun 
that there is no loss of power to drive out the 
shot, as man’s body is not a rigid structure; 
and, therefore, if the gun is overcharged there 
must be a great increase in the “kick.” If the 
gun is so charged that the shot is immovable, 
the gun bursts, as is not uncommon in the 
hands of ignorant people. As some of your 
correspondents suggest, moderate and well-pro- 
portioned charges of powder and shot will pro- 
duce the best results; overcharge of either only 
causes disaster. Too much powder or too light 
shot charge produces a loss of power, as some 
of the powder is driven out of the gun in an 
unburned condition. This, of course, is not 
easily noticed in shooting game; but in larger 
guns, like those used on board ship, if the 
powder is not burned within the gun I have 
often seen the grains passing through the air 
lighting or blazing; and I have often watched 
the course of the shot through the air from be- 
hind the big gun. It sometimes looks like a 
cricket-ball in its flight. But I have never 
been able to see the gunshot from cartridge 
leave the muzzle, as perhaps it is too small to 
attract notice. Perhaps some one of your 
shooting correspondents may have noticed the 
flight of the shot through the air as I have de- 
scribed. To sum up, the explosion of powder 
charge between the breech and the cartridge 
produces the “kick” and the flight of the shot. 
Now, suppose an irresistible force were to meet 


an immovable obstruction, what would be the ! 


result? 


LAST OF THE TEXAS LONG HORNS. 


THE most perfect and practically the last 
survivor of the breed of cattle that made Texas 
famous is the property of the “Mule Shoe” 
Ranch, Burnet, Tex. 

His equal does not exist in the State. It is 
conceded that he has the most perfect horns of 
any animal now living in the State. The horns 
are fully three and one-half feet long. They are 
absolutely uniform in length, curvature and 
angle of divergence from the head. He is 
twenty-two years old and is sixteen hands high. 
Mr. Greene, the owner of Mule Shoe Ranch, is 
one of the old line cattlemen of Texas. He 
made a fortune in raising and selling the old 
long horns.—From the Indiana Farmer. 


An American gentleman one evening at din- 
ner happened to get a hair in his soup, and, rais- 
ing it on his spoon, said to the waiter: ‘Pat, is 
this an Irish hair (hare) ?” 

“Begor it is, sir, said Pat, 
American hound to catch him.” 


“but it took an 





PARKER GUNS 


Wear Well, Shoot Well and Handle Well 


Wear well because they are made of the best material by the most skillful craftsmen. 
Shoot well because they hold the charge compactly together at extreme ranges. 


Handle well because the greatest attention has always been paid to the distribution 
of wood and metal, to insure perfect balance and the most symmetrical outline. 


Twenty-bore Parkers have set the pace for small bores in America, and are growing 
in popularity every year with the most progressive sportsmen. 


For further information regarding guns in gauges ranging from 8 to 28, address 


PARKER BROS. Meriden, Conn. 


New York Salesrooms, 32 Warren Street 


*t Marl, 


The each gun that fills the demand 


for a trombone (“pump’) action 
repeater in .25-20 and 


.32-20 calibers. 








Repeating 
Rifle 


















Shoots 
high ve- 
locity smoke- 
less cartridges, 
also black and low pres- 
sure smokeless. Power- 
ful enough for deer, safe to use in 
settled districts, excellent for target 
work, for foxes, geese, woodchucks, etc. 


Its exclusive features : the quick, smooth working “pump” action; 
the wear-r Special Smokeless Steel barrel; the modem 


solid-top and side ejector for rapid, accurate firing, increased safety 
and convenience. It has fake down construction and Ivory Bead 
front sight; these cost extra on other rifles of these calibers. 


Our 136 page catalog describes the full ZZzzv/Za 
line. Sent for three stamps postage. Write for it. 


The Marlin Firearms Co. 


27 WILLOW STREET, > NEW HAVEN, CONN. 


THE SIGN OFA 


Wlarlin 














LEAR VISION meansasure shot. The bright rays of the sun, or the haze ofa 
dark day can’t affect your vision if you wear KING’S SHOOTING Lens 
Made of Akopos C Coyetel our exclusive product and infinitely superior to am 
Non-magnifying. Postpaid, $1.50 to $7.00. Prescriptions ground to order. 


The KING and the KING-BUSCH-STELLUX Binoculars have wonderful magnify- 
ing power, are handsomely finished, durable and scientifically correct. Endorsed by 
the leading sportsmen of America. You save $10 to $25 buying direct from us. 


Write to-day for Booklet and Prices 


THE F. W. KING OPTICAL CO. 
Best Revolver 
and Gun Oil 
Unless your revolver is in 


long as you live. NYOIL contains no acid, 
vents rust, will not gum or c 
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(Patented, Feb. 20, 1912.) 








“Six for a Quarter” 


To introduce Forrest AND STREAM to new friends 
we are prepared to send it for six weeks’ trial 
subscription for 25cts. If you do not know our 
magazine, or if you want to introduce us to some 
friend, send us your quarter. 


FOREST & STREAM, 127 Franklin St., New York. 






















FOR ARCHERY SUPPLIES eS 


Write for Archery Catalogue. 
E. I. HORSMAN CO. 365 Broadway, N. Y. 


Ask your watch repairer whose Oil he is using on your watch. 
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Don’t Let Your Shooting 
Be Spoiled—Read This Book 


record on double targets. How inaccessibility 
of working parts has been eliminated by the 
Smith One Screw Access. How shooting 
loose has been eliminated by the Smith 
Rotary Bolt which takes up wear to a cer- 
tainty, in all directions. Etc., etc. 


This book is free to gun lovers. Full of 
valuable gun information, tables, charts, 
Shows colored plates of fine shot guns, 
ranging from $25 net 





EARN this important fact; when your 

shot gun goes wrong in field or trap, the 

gun fault which spoils your shot is inherent 

in the gun. And furthermore, it would not 

have been there if the maker had known how 
to get vid of it. 


Every gun lover needs this latest gun in- 
formation. When you read it you will feel 
that only such concentration of purpose as etc. 
the six Hunter Broth- 















ers have devoted could to $1500 list. 
produce a gun with 
NO SHORTCOMINGS. Send For Your 
Copy Today 





It will show you 
how loss of aim from 
fumbling for the trigger 
has been eliminated 
by the Hunter One- 
Trigger—which recent- 
ly broke the world’s 


L. C. SMITH GUNS © 


“6 Times 22 Years’ Experience” 
HUNTER ARMS COMPANY, 76 Hubbard Street, FULTON, NEW YORK 





If you care for guns 
and shooting, don’t 
fail to send for this 
book. Don’t fail to 
send post card today— 
now. 



























Send for our 
large Catalog 
and see what a 
high grade gun 
you can buy for 
a low price. 


Nine 
“The Gun that Blocks the Sears” Grades 
See how the Safety-bar (No. 4) when j 
pushed back over the L-shaped ends of the Sears (No. 5) completely blocks them, making 
accidental discharge absolutely impossible. Every Davis Hammerless Gun has the Safety 


that ‘‘Blocks the Sears’. It is a Safe ‘‘Safety’’. 
N. R. DAVIS @ SONS, 23.20, ASSONET, MASS., U.S. A. 


Established 1253 








Special 
Offer 


For a limited per- 
iod the publishers 
of JUDGE will 
let the subscribers 
of Forest and 
Stream have a set 
of these pictures 
and a year’s 
subscription to 


JUDGE for $5. 











Copyright Judge. 


LESLIE 
JUDGE 
COMPANY 


225 5th Ave. 
NEW YORK 


AFTER THE BIG STORM 


The appeal of this picture should awaken a response in the 
hearts of every rea! lover of camp life. You have doubtless 
had a similar experience. It is a remarkable set of pictures 
for 50 cents each, or 4 for $1.50, or see special offer. 


Nov. 23, 1912 





TELLS OF HABITS OF RHINOCEROS, 


THE rhinoceros is, with the giraffe, the hip- 
popotamus, the gerrenuk and the camel, one of 
Africa’s unbelievable animals, says a writer in 
the American Magazine. Nobody has bettered 
Kipling’s description of him in the Just-so 
Stories—“a horn on his nose, piggy eyes and 
few manners.” He lives a self-centered life, 
wrapped up in the porcine contentment that 
broods within nor looks abroad over the land. 
When anything external to himself and his food 
and drink penetrates to his intelligence he 
makes a flurried fool of himself, rushing madly 
and frantically here and there in a hysterica) 
effort either to destroy or get away from the 
cause of disturbance. He is the incarnation of 
a living and perpetual grouch. 

Generally he lives by himself, sometimes 
with his spouse, more rarely still with a third 
that is probably a grown-up son or daughter. 
I, personally, have never seen more than three 
in company. Some observers have reported 
larger bands, or rather collections; but lacking 
other evidence, I should be inclined to suspect 
that some circumstance of food or water rather 
than a sense of gregariousness had attracted a 
number of individuals to one locality. 

The rhinoceros has three objects in life—to 
fill his stomach with food and water, to stand 
absolutely motionless under a bush and to imi- 
tate ant hills when he lies down in the tall 
grass. When disturbed at any of these occu- 
pations he ‘snorts. The snort sounds exactly 
as though the safety valve of a locomotive had 
suddenly opened and as suddenly shut again 
after two seconds of escaping steam. Then he 
puts his head down and rushes madly. in some 
direction, generally upwind. As he _ weighs 
about two tons, and can, in spite of his appear- 
ance, get over the ground nearly as fast as an 
ordinary horse, he is a truly imposing sight; 
especially since the innocent bystander gen- 
erally happens to be upwind, and hence in the 
general path of progress. This is because the 
rhino’s scent is his keenest sense; and through 
it he becomes aware, in the majority of times, 
of man’s presence. His sight is very poor in- 
deed; he cannot see clearly even a moving ob- 
ject much beyond fifty yards. He can, however, 
hear pretty well. 

The novice, then, is subjected to what he 
calls a “vicious charge” on the part of the 


thinoceros, merely because his scent was borne - 


to the beast from upwind, and the rhino natur- 
ally runs away upwind. He opens fire; and 
has another thrilling adventure to relate. As 
a matter of fact, if he had approached from the 
other side, and then aroused the animal with a 
clod of earth, the beast would probably have 
“charged” away in identically the same direc- 
tion. I am convinced from a fairly varied ex- 
perience that this is the basis for most of the 
thrilling experiences with the rhinoceros. 


BIG PEPPERMINT FARM. 


WHEN Prairie Farm, near Saginaw, Mich., 
came into the possession of the present owners 
about nine years ago, its 9,500 acres were prac- 
tically all marsh and largely covered by water. 
Immediately engineers prepared plans for the 
draining of the land and for its protection from 
floods. 

Three dredges were built and twenty-five 
miles of dikes constructed, including a cross 
dike through the middle of the farm to protect 
the lower half. Ditches fifty feet wide were 
excavated on each side of the dikes, and at 
the present time the works of reclamation and 
protection are completed. 

A pumping station is located at the west 
side of the farm at the middle dike, making 
it possible to pump out both sides in case of 
rains or floods, and a railroad has been built 
into the center of the farm to care for the 
numerous products. : 

As it now stands, says Popular Mechanics, 
it is a scientifically managed farm of the best 
modern type, with 4,000 acres actually under 
cultivation, to which it is planned to add 400 
acres each year. There are 1,250 acres of pep- 
permint, this crop being exploited in two dis- 
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tilleries for the manufacture of peppermint oil. 
Among the other crops sugar beets is the next 
in importance, but ample acreage is also given 
to the more ordinary farm products. 


SAVED RABBIT FROM BLACKSNAKE. 


WHILE hunting for rabbits in Hickory 
township recently, Lamont Stivers heard a 
commotion in a clump of bushes. Approach- 
ing the spot, he found a large blacksnake slowly 
wrapping itself about the body of a rabbit. 
The rabbit was making a desperate effort to 
escape. 

Stivers blew the head off the snake, which 
measured nearly six feet in length. As soon 
as the coils of the snake relaxed, the rabbit 
made its escape.—Pittsburgh Dispatch. 


THIS PICTURE GRATIS 


JOHN PEEL. 





The above picture of the immortal John 
Peel, framed and glazed, will be presented 
free to all new subscribers to “The County 
Gentleman & Land & Water,” England’s 
leading weekly illustrated sporting paper. 


The picture measures 11in. x 7% in. 
(frame 17in. x 12in.). The original was 
painted by Mr. Joseph Simpson, R. B. A., 
from old photographs and prints of the 
famous huntsman. It is said to be the finest 
representation of John Peel ever published, 
and is worthy of a place in every sports- 
man’s home. 


The subscription to “The County Gentle- 
man & Land & Water” is $9.50 per annum, 
payable in advance, for which the paper will 
be sent, postage free. Checks should be 
made payable to the County Gentleman Pub- 
lishing Co. and crossed the London County 
& Westminster Bank, Hanover Sq. Branch. 


Address the Publisher 


“The County Gentleman & Land & Water’’ 
36-38 Southampton St., Strand, London, W. C. 





Kennel Department 


Kentucky Trials. 


THE annual trials of the Kentucky Field 
Trial Association were run at Glasgow Junction, 
Ky., on Nov. 12. When the entries closed on 
the morning of the trials, seven setters and two 
pointers had been named, and the entrance fee 
of $5 paid. The territory selected was a good 
one for field trial purposes, practically level, with 
diversified cover and plenty of birds. The club 
had the privilege of about 2,000 acres, but it 
was not found necessary to use more than a 
small portion of. this tract. The services of M. 
Shiley were secured as field marshal, and being 
perfectly familiar with the grounds, he avoided 
all but the birdiest portions of the country. The 
conditions were not of the best, it being very 
dry and unseasonably warm all day with a strong 
wind blowing. Only one stake was run, open to 
setters and pointers of all ages. Charles H. 
Gorham, of Louisville, Ky., acted as judge. The 
winner, Jessee’s Mohawk Kate, owned by P. C. 
Jessee, of Bowling Green, is by Mohawk II. 
She is a classy little bitch, very fair in range 
and speed, and handles birds in a workmanlike 
manner, being well broken and under good con- 
trol. She was not in the best of physical con- 
dition, and let up a little toward the last of the 
forty-minute heat, but at all times stayed out to 
her work and hunted industriously. In her sec- 
ond series heat she showed well on scattered 
birds, refusing to become excited and chase, as 
singles flushed around her in rapid succession. 

Mack, a black and white pointer, owned by 
J. G. Ray, of Bowling Green, is a strong goer 
and stylish traveler, good range and speed, but 
needs toning down, as he is apt to be headstrong 
when on game. He is a bird finder and had a 
number of points to his credit in both his heats, 
but was unsteady when they were flushed. 

Aristocrat, orange and white setter, owned 
by Alanson Trigg, of Louisville, was placed 
third. He is a stylish mover and can find birds, 
but lacks steadiness. In the second series heat 
he was handled by S. W. Linebaugh. In the 
first heat he made a good bevy find, but was not 
steady to flush. In the second heat he pointed 
several times, but no birds were raised. 


The Effect of Worms. 


THE presence of worms has a very bad ef- 
fect ona gun dog, for it is always ill-nourished, 
and for that reason slack. It entirely lacks 
energy, and a very easy day thoroughly tires it 
out. The dog invariably appears short of wind. 
The morbid appetite created by worms is ruin- 
ous to a dog, especially a retriever. If the dog 
does not commit the extreme crime of eating 
game, the game may be crushed, and then a 
hard mouth is developed. We have seen a dog 
throw its training to the winds under the in- 
fluence of the lassitude and ill health engen- 
dered by worms, and the real cause was never 
suspected. The course of preparation which a 
dog goes through before the shooting season 
should always include treatment for worms. 
This is most necessary, and ought never to be 
neglected. 


Forest AND STREAM may be ordered from any news- 
dealer. Ask your dealer to supply you regularly. 


‘Sire winner 


Kennel. 





Spratt’s Puppy Biscuits 
Spratt’s Plain Puppy Meal 


THE STANDARD WEANING FOOD 


Spratt’s Pepsinated Puppy Meal 


None genuine unless stamped thus x 
Send stamp for “Dog Culture’’ 


SPRATT’S PATENT LIMITED 


Factory and Chief Offices at NEWARK, N. J. 


Book on Dog Diseases 


AND HOW TO FEED. 
Mailed FREE to any address by the author. 


H. CLAY GLOVER, D.V. S. 
118 W. 31st Street NEW YORK 


Did You Ever Lose a Dog? 


Let us insure you with our wide line of name on collars. 











Here is No. 50 Strap style, 54, %4 
prepaid for and /gin. wide 
$1.50 75 cents 





We are headquarters for everything in leather for the 
dog, from boots to muzzle. Drop us a card for our 
booklet showing a line of specialties for the sports- 
man, it will interest you. We ship by return mail. 
GLOVER SPECIALTY CO. Guntersvilie, Ala. 





: SAMOYEDES FOR SALE. : 
Samoyede puppies from imported “Utah” and “Glacia.” 
S rst ee Great beauty. The Beau Brum- 
mel of dogs. The English society dog. If you wish 
the admiration and envy of your friends, get a Samoyede. 
SUTTON, Mt. Sinai, N. Y. 





AIREDALES 


Illuminator and Briarwood’s Puppies. Champion bitch, 
Lake Dell Damsel, in my kennels. Prices reasonable. 
TONEY-AIREZONE KENNELS, 
Phoenix, Ariz., and Los Angeles, Cal. 


7 IRISH SETTERS FOR SALE. oe 
Puppies by Paddy-of-Boyne. Best gun dog in Britain. 
From imported “Betty-of-Boyne.” The top rung in Irish 
setter breeding, for field. SUTTON, Mt. Sinai, N. Y. 


DOGS FOR SALE. 


Do you want to buy a dog or pup of any kind? If so, 
send for list and prices of all varieties. Always on hand. 
OXFORD KENNELS, 

35 North Ninth St., Philadelphia, Pa. 


Pointer for Sale. 


Twenty months old: color white with orange; ears 
medium size; bred in the purple. No faults. Price $20. 
For particulars address Dr. J. R. Housel, Watsontown, Pa. 

















English Setters For Sale—Enrolled litter by Gath Mark’s 
Dictator, F.D.S.B., ex Jessie Rose Banks, F.D.S.B.; 9 
Bred for brains. SUTTON, Mt. Sinai, N. Y. 





Well trained English Setter, of the Count Noble stock, 
for sale. A. S. WEEKS, Mansfield Centre, Conn, 








New Rupture Cure 
Don’t Wear A Truss 


Brooks’ Appliance. New discovery. Won- 
derful. No obnoxious springs or pads. 
Automatic Air Cushions. Binds and 
draws the broken parts together as you 
would a broken limb. No salves. No 
jymphol. Nolies. Durable, cheap. Sent 
ontrial. Patented Sept. 10, ’01. 
Catalogue Free 
1230-A State Street, Marshall, Mich, 





Cc. E. BROOKS, : 
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Resorts for Sportsmen. 





Florida. 


Oakland Hotel 


OAKLAND, FLA. 


On shore of the charming Lake Apopka, second largest 
lake in Florida. 

The Sportsman’s Opportunity.—Where he can 
get his full bag every day of Quail, Duck, Jacksnipe, 
Oswego Bass, Brim and Trout. In a territory not 
overcrowded and little shot over. 

The man from Missouri is the one we want be- 
cause we will show him or refuse his money. 

Climate delightful. Write now for terms and reserve- 
tion, information or booklet to 


OAKLAND HOTEL. 
Winter Sport with Rod and Gun 


Sportsmen, spend your winter vacation here. Good 
shooting; thousands of ducks; plenty of quail. Both 
fresh and salt water fishing can be had within a short 
distance of the house. Booklet sent free. Correspond- 
ence invited. Address 


THE RENDEZVOUS, Homosassa, Florida. 


as Eh BRIGGS, Proprietor. 


QUAIL—TURKEY—DUCK—DEER 
Located on Indian River, 174 miles south of Jacksonville. 
Dogs, guides and horses furnished. Black bass fishing. 
Reasonable rates. New management. A delightful place 
to take your wife. 


COCOA HOUSE, Cocoa, Florida 






























Continued from page 664. 

only a few days before Tawe Dadwe told me: 
“It is impossible to catch a mwe. It has never 
been done, and they have only been shot after 
they have been caught in the pits. They are 
too dangerous. Many a hunter has been killed. 
You white men know a lot, but here you are 
trying something that is impossible.” 

Early the next morning I reached the place. 
3efore night a fence had been built around the 
hole, and the animal was let out. It was a beau- 
tiful full-grown bull. in the prime of his life. 

Nothing succeeds like success. Six days 
after that the second one was caught, this time 
a two-year-old cow. A week later the third, a 
young three-quarter-grown bull was taken. Now 
I had three animals at three different places. 
Mecca, where the little cow was caught, I de- 
cided should be my central collecting station, 
and we started to bring the animals there. 

Now the real trouble commenced. The 
Golah people refused to carry them. For the 
big animals I needed at least forty men each to 
cut roads and carry. 

Had it not been for the unselfish assistance 
I had from the Liberian Government, which had 
appointed me major on the geographical staff, 
I never would have been able to bring my ex- 
pedition to a satisfactory end. 

Nobody can imagine the enormous difficulties 
of the transport of those heavy animals, which 
we had to carry in self-invented native-made 
baskets, through the roadless hinterland of Li- 
beria. From the furthest place inland,.where I 
caught three animals. it took me, even after the 
men had cut the roads, twelve days to reach the 
first river on which I could use boat transport 
to the coast. 

A native king, Gongzoo, had, on the promise 
of a big present, promised carriers for the first 
animal caught in his district, but when I asked 
for the men, he point blank refused. By that 
time I had put the hippo in a basket and had 
brought it with my own carriers under the most. 
frightful difficulties to his town. It was a matter 
of getting men from him or standing the chance 
of losing my hard-won animal. 

I tried a bluff. with only my sergeant for 
support. I arrested the chief in the middle of 
his own town, kept him in front of my revolver, 
loaded all my guns, put them before me on the 
table, and declared war, provided the men were 
rot forthcoming within two hours. It succeeded. 
When the people saw their king a prisoner, the 
men came. What would have happened if they 
had accepted my challenge I do not know. 

After I had got the first three animals to my 
central station and handed them over into the 
charge of one of Hagenbeck’s most experienced 








MACHIAS LAKE CAMPS, Ashland, Me. 


Best Moose and Deer hunting in Maine. Remote camps. 
MACHIAS LAKE CAMPS, W. P. McNally, Prop. 









Mississippi. 












GET A MEMBERSHIP IN THE DIXIE CLUB 
The largest game preserve in America. Send for our 
folder, it will tell you who, what and where we are and 
why you should join us. ‘Address DIXIE CLUB, Mce- 
Comb, Miss. 











Newfoundland. 


NEWFOUNDLAND 
LOG CABIN HOTEL 


Spruce Brook ~- - - Newfoundland 


Salmon fishing. Caribou hunting. Canoeing. 
Motor boating. Lovely scenery. Every comfort, 
but no frills. Terms moderate. Guides, licenses 
and all, provided. 






















New Jersey. 


OAK COURT HOTEL, Lakewood, N. J. 


Located in the Pine Belt. A family hotel, notable for a 
uiet air of domesticity and a homelike atmosphere. 
Booklet. Open October 16th to May 165th: 

E. E. SPANGENBERG, Manager. 

















New York. 










W. J. O’Neil, proprietor, and Hammond, guide; good board and 
first-class accommodations. Good bird dogs and hounds. 
Centerville Station, Sullivan Co., N. Y. 


THE TRAPPER’S GUIDE, 


And_ Manual of Instruction for Capturing all Kinds of 
Fur-Bearing Animals, and Curing their Skins; with 
observations on the fur trade, hints on life in the 
woods, narratives of trapping and hunting excursions. 
By S. Newhouse and other trappers and sportsmen. 
Cloth. Illustrated. Price, $1 
This is the best book on trapping ever written. It 

gives full descriptions of all the animals which the 

American trapper is likely to meet with, tells how they 

live, how to trap them and how to care for and cure 

their pelts. 
FOREST AND STREAM PUBLISHING CO. 
127 Franklin St., N. Y. City. 
































Resorts for Sportsmen. 


entele. 


RALPH J. HERKIMER tet t-3 


(Summer) Berkeley-Waiontha, Richfield Springs, N. ¥Y. Address 
up to November 25, Prince George Hotel, New York. 


ON THE TRAIL OF THE PYGMY HIPPO. 
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South Carolina. 


PINE FOREST INN 


“Charleston. ) SUMMERVILLE. Ss. C 
7 JUNE-TIME IN DECEMBER 


A high-class Winter resort catering to a select cli- 
Noted for absolutely dry, healthful climate. 


Opens December First 
The most delightful month for all outdoor sports. 


A convenient stop-over point for tourists en route 
South. 


Important to Sportsmen 


A shooting preserve of 1800 acres for guests of the 
Inn, where deer, quail and other game are plentiful. 
Superb 18-hole Golf Course; Tennis, Riding, Driv- 
ing, Livery. 


Illustrated Booklet. 
COTTAGES TO RENT 


Manager 





North Carolina. 


HUNTER’S LODGE! 


Good Quail Shooting! 


Choice accommodations for ladies and gentlemen. 
Best Chef south of Potomac 
Terms: $3.00 per day; $75.00 per month. 


GEN’L FRANK A. BOND - - Buies, N.C. 


PINE TOP LODGE 


Halifax County - - - ~-- #£=North Carolina 
Finest quail country in the Old North State. Thousands 
of acres and tens of thousands of quail. Guides, dogs, 
teams, telegraph and telephone. Fine automobile roads. 
Leave New York at night and arrive at Halifax follow. 
ing noon. Bring your wife and have rare sport in the 
Sunny South. Till Nov. Ist, address C. & L. P. Blow, 
at Virginia Beach. 

County, N. C. 











Health Culture Masenial 


Edited by Dr. Elmer Lee, best writer on 
attainment of Health, Efficiency and Per- 
sonal Power by Rational Methods, teaching 
How to Eat, to Breathe, to Exercise, to 
Sleep for Health and Bodily Development 
and how to regain health without drugs. 


$1 a year, 15e.a number. “On Trial” 6 months 
for 25e.. Money back if desired. Send for it. 


HEALTH CULTURE CO., 
1133-F Broadway New York 


Chas. D. Barney @ Co. 


BANKERS AND BROKERS 


MEMBERS OF NEW YORK AND 
PHILADELPHIA STOCK EXCHANGES 


25 Broad Street, New York 
122 South Fourth Street, Philadelphia 


















ARTHUR BINNEY 


(Formerly STEWART & BINNEY) ‘ 


Naval Architect and Yacht Broker 
Mason Building, Kilby St.,, BOSTON, MASS. 
Cable Address, ‘‘Designer,”’ Boston 


COX @ STEVENS 
Yacht Brokers and Naval Architects 


15 William Street - New York 
Telephones 1375 and 1376 Broad 
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Fer Sale. 


GAME BIRDS 


Hungarian Partridges, Soe. Ring-neck Pheasants, Wild 
Turkeys, Capercailzie, Black Game, Wild Ducks, Decoys, 
Beautiful Swans, Fancy Pheasants, Peafowl, Cranes, 
Storks, Ornamental Ducks and Geese. 

**Everything in the bird line 

frem a Canary te an ich.’’ 


I am the oldest established and largest exclusive dealer 
in land and water birds in America, and have on hand 
the most extensive stock in the United States. 


G. D. TILLEY, Naturalist 


Box “F” Darien, Cenn. 


RAINBOW TROUT 


are well adapted to Eastern waters. Try stock- 
ing with some of the nice yearlings or fry from 
our hatchery, and you will be pleased with the 
results. 


PLYMOUTH ROCK TROUT COMPANY, 
Colburn C. Wood, Supt., Plymouth, Mass. 


Small-Mouth Black Bass 


We have the only establishment dealing in young small- 
mouth black bass commercially in the United States. Vig- 
orous young bass in various sizes, ranging from advanced 
fry to 3 and 4 inch fingerlings for stocking purposes. 

Waramaug Small-Mouth Black Bass Hatchery. 
Correspondence invited. Send for Circulars. Address 
HENRY W. BEEMAN - - New Preston, Conn. 


BROOK TROUT of all ages for stocking brooks 
. and lakes. Brook trout eggs 
in any quantity. Warranted delivered anywhere in fine 
condition. Correspondence solicited. 
THE PLYMOUTH ROCK TROUT CO., 
Plymouth, Mass. 


BROOK TROUT 


For stocking purposes. Raised under most favorable 
conditions, those sold being surplus from very large 
private estate hatchery. No pains or expense spared in 
their care. Extremely healthy and gamy fish. 

JAMES CRUICKSHANK 
Big Indian Ulster County, N. Y. 


LIVE WILD RABBITS 


Cottontails for sale. E. B. WOODWARD, 
302 Greenwich St., New York, N. Y. 























4 PHOTOGRAPHS 
of Mountain. oe Wild Game, Hunting Parties, 
Panoramic Views, Lakes, Rivers, Falls and Creeks of the 
Big Horn_and Rocky Mountains, Western Scenes of 
Ranches, Cattle, Sheep, etc. 


Hand-colored Photos 614x84...$1.00 each postpaid 
oO « “ 


Black and white............. d 
Panorams, 6x30 (hand-colored) 3. " " 
Photo Post-Cards.........0.se0s .75 per doz. “ 


Tell me your wants. Pictures will be sent upon _ap- 
proval. The R. H. STINE Picture Shop, Worland, Wyo. 


ForEsT AND STREAM goes in separate wrap- 
pers into the homes of thrifty, well-to-do people 
all over the country—prosperous, outdoor-loving 
men, who are constantly buying somewhere the 
goods you are trying so hard to sell. Get in 
touch with them through our advertising columns. 


Wants and Exchanges. 





WANTED: LIVE CRANES, HERONS, SWANS, GEESE | 


DUCKS, LOONS, SHORE BIRDS, GAME BIRDS, Etc 


When you have any of these birds, please write, stating 
variety, number, condition and price. I do not make 
offers. I am the oldest established and largest exclu- 
sive dealer in land and water birds in America. Birds 
bought and sold from all parts of the world. 

G, D. TILLEY, Naturalist, Darien, Connecticut. 





Property For Sale. 





DUCK SHOOTING. 


For Sale—Two shares in an exclusive Shooting Club. 
Excellent feeding grounds yield best duck shooting in 


America. Other game in season. For terms apply to | 


W. R. BAYES, 40 Wall St., New York. 


FOREST AND STREAM 


keepers, I returned to Monrovia, to arrange all 
about the further transport, and to meet my 
wife, who had come out to join me, and to put 
the experience which she had. gained during an 
eight months’ horseback ride through the hinter- 
land of the Cameroons into the services of 
Hagenbeck. 

Shortly after we had returned to Mecca, an- 
other big bull and a youngster were caught, and 
then it was high time to return to the coast be- 
fore the rains should set in and make the coun- 
try impassable. His Excellency, President D. E. 
Howard, very kindly put soldiers at my disposal, 
to assist me in collecting sufficient carriers. 

After I had managed to tame a full grown 
mwe, the natives feared me so much that I suc- 
ceeded in collecting 150 men in three days. While 
Mr. Moltmann, the keeper sent by Hagenbeck, 
and I hurried ahead to arrange for the food for 
the animal, Mrs, Schomburgk superintended the 
transport, as it was absolutely necessary that one 
European should keep an eye on the carriers so 
that they did not drop the heavy baskets on the 
uneven. and partly mountainous trails. 

At last we had reached Japacca, and could 
put our poor, ill-treated animals into proper cages 
which had been sent out from Hamburg. 

Now our greatest troubles were over. The 
animals were in good condition and feeding well, 
so that we could expect to get them safe to 
Hamburg. But another trouble arose. When 
we got to the coast at Cape Mount, we were 
prophesied a bad sea for the first of June, the 
day the steamer Alexandra Woermann was to 
call for us. But even then our luck did not de- 
sert us. Certainly with difficulties, but without 
mischief, we shipped our valuable cargo. In the 
Bay of Biscay we had stormy weather. The 
ship rolled heavily, but the animals did not seem 
to mind it. 

The enormous expenses of these two expedi- 
tions can easily be imagined when one considers 
that in Liberia everything has to be carried. 
Great quantities of trade goods are necessary to 
procure food for the carriers, and also as pre- 
sents for the native chiefs. 

Fortune has again been kind to Hagenbeck’s 
colors. For forty years attempts had been made 
to bring these animals to Europe, and we had 
succeeded. The greatest satisfaction to me, how- 
ever. was when | had the honor to be presented 
by Mr. Hagenbeck to His Majesty Kaiser Wil- 
helm II., when he visited .Hagenbeck’s Animal 
Park, at Stellingen, on the 17th of June, where 
he congratulated me on my success. 











Taxidermists. 





J. KANNOFSKY, 
PRACTICAL GLASS BLOWER 
and manufacturer of artificial eyes for birds, animals and manu- 
facturing purposes a specialty. Send for prices. All kinds of 

Canad 


heads and skulls for furriers and taxidermists. 36 
Street, New York. 


Please mention ‘‘Forest and Stream.” 


SAVE YOUR TROPHIES 


Write for Illustrated Catalogue 


“Heads and Horns” 


It gives directions for preparing and preserving Skins, Antlers, 
etc. Also prices for Heads and Rugs, Birds and Fish, and al? 
kinds of work in Taxidermy. 


Ward's Natural Science Establishment 
ROCHESTER, N. Y. 


ROWLAND, 


TAXIDERMIST, 


A specialty in mounting Moose, Elk, Caribo d Deer 
wd? Call and examine work. = 


No. 182 SIXTH AVENUE, 


Tel. 4205 Chelsea, Near 13th St. NEW YORK 











Where, When and How to Catch Fish 
on East Coast of Florida. 


By Wo. H. Grece, 
Assisted by 
Cart. JoHN GarpNer, of Florida. 


With 100 engravings and 12 colored illustrations and map. 
Handsomely bound in durable cloth. 268 pages. Price, $4. 


FOREST AND STREAM PUBLISHING CO. 









A WHISKEY OF TRADITIONS 


RADITIONAL for high quality, absolute 


GIBSON’S RYE 
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purity, satisfying richness, velvety mellowness, 
delightful fragrance —nearly 80 years the 
whiskey standard of the world. Every drop 
of Gibson’s is made from selected, matured 






iginal wood.. We especially 
1900—the finest old whiskey 






’ 


The 













































ACCIDENT AND 
EMERGENCY KIT 


— For — 


Hunters, Ranchmen and Guides 


— 


Os x 


Oe, 


CURES 
athe w Lie a 
Tel Tau 
baa Rete Belg 


; Nera eee te) 
DEODORIZER- Ce Waar De 


Kit containing Bottle of Antiseptic and 2 yards 
of Sterilized Bandage mailed to any address 
in the United States for 50 cents. 


JAMES S. BARRON @ CO. 
Franklin St. and West Broadway - NEW YORK 


LOOK !! 


Now’s your chance to buy 
a good gun cheap. Our 
November List of 


Odd and Second-Hand Guns 


is just off the press. 


This list has exceptionally good values in high 
grade, medium and cheaper quality guns and 
rifles. We aresure something in this list will 
be of interest to you. 

Write us at once as the guns are selling fast. 


Also let us know if you want our Fall and 
Winter Catalogs. :-: Mailed on request. 


Schoverling Daly & Gales, 


302-304 Broadway 
Cor. Duane St. NEW YORK 


We take pleasure in announcing that we have 
made arrangements with 


W. W. GREENER, 
BIRMINGHAM LONDON 
to succeed H. C. Squires & Son as Greener 
Agents for the U.S. A., and shall carry a full and 
modern stock of Greener Gunsinfuture. With 
our well known 


FRANCOTTE GUNS 


we can now show intending purchasers the best 
English and Continental European guns made. 


Knockabout Guns 
Mannlicher Schoenauer Rifles 
Mauser Rifles and Pistols 


Curtis’s @ Harvey 
Diamond Smokeless Powder 


Von Lengerke @ Detmold 


200 Fifth Avenue - - - New York 


FOUND AT LAST 


A practical binder that will hold 26 copies (one 
volume) of Forest and Stream, and make 
> _ a handsomely bound 
7 book foryourlibrary. 
It is of green cloth 
and Forest andStream 
stamped in gold on 
back and cover. 


THE BIG BEN 
BINDER 


is simple in construc- 

tion. Just make a 

couple of slits in the 

3 back of your maga- 

Illustrating the metal clip inserted between pages zine with a sharp 

that hold the magazines to the upright posts knife, insert the 

metal clips and place the magazine over the bind- 

ing rods. These are swung quickly back and 

securely fastened to the back of binder. The 
price is Only One Dollar. 


Send us your order while the going is good 


FOREST AND STREAM PUBLISHING CO. 
127 Franklin Street New York City 





